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Companion! 


"The search for tfe D fétor'$ new 
comic strip friend is over! 


Ever since Donna left the TARDIS, fo 
our favourite Time Lord has been B 
. (Everybody say ahhh!) | — " 


onths ago, we 


E GC 

io hallenged you to create a 
I to t 

| ravel wi 


absolutely loads of 
and we can 
| 


i [en 


We received 


now reveal the 


The second winner will be ; 
announced at a later date... v 


Well done to 
10-year-old Joanne 
| Hall, who created 
the Doctor's new 
companion Heather 
McCrimmon, a 
bubhly 19-year-old 
history student 
at Edinburgh 
University. Heather 
loves adventure 
and longs for the 
chance to visit 
the past! ) 
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THE CHROMOSOME 
CONNECTION : 


Rind 2 » 1 don't blame me if Did you hear a 
A RUE we get spooked noise, like a girl 
by a monstrous screaming? 

ghoulie! 


Come on, let’s go 
in. It^ll be great! 


| don't 
know. The 
catacombs are 
supposed to 
be haunted, 
aren't they? 


You big softy. 
Get in there. 


Oh, very clever, 
Heather. Nice one! 

It’s the headless 
horseman and his 
horrible henchmen. | 
Woah! Ha haha. | 


As if. You've 
got no sense of 
adventure! 
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No way! | was 
only joking. That 
sounded like a 
wild animal! 


Looks like 
l'm on my 
own then. 


This is way scary. 
Rob, can we go 
now, please’ 


That wasn’t the 
girl screaming. 
Someone's in < Hang on down 
trouble down there! there. I’m coming! 


| was sure this 
is where the 
screams came 
from, but there’s 
no-one here. 


Hello? Cooeee! 
Before long... Anyone at home? 
Are you OK? 


Well they felt like 
they were really 
here to me. Echoes 
or not, they knocked 
me off my feet! 


What the...? 
Ooof. Ouch! 


Yeah, yeah I’m fine. 
Where did they go? 
That poor girl and that 
horrible... horrible... 


Horrible, spiny, 
six-limbed creature with 
suckers on the end of 

its fingers? It wasn't 
really here, neither was 
the girl. They're echoes 
of the past. 


Yeah, that is weird. They 
should have passed 
straight through you. | 
This might sound odd, but 
can you remember what | 
the girl was wearing? 


Stand still for a 
second, | just need to 
do a quick scan. You 


won't feel a thing. Nice | 


bit of historical trivia, | 
by the way. ] 


Thanks, l've always 
loved history. m 
studying it at Uni... 
but what am | telling | 
you that for? Who | 
on Earth are you? ] 


P 


wa 


What? Erm, a 
Regency day dress, | 
think, circa 1815. The 
frills at the neck are 
the giveaway. Hang 
on, shouldn't you be 


The Mozhtratta? A 
molecular parasite. 
Nasty piece of work, 
but | can handle him. 
At least now we know 
the echoes are 


more worried about 


coming from the 


that monster? early 19th century. 


l'm the Doctor. Hello! Now 
this is interesting. There 
are traces of Mozhtratta 
DNA embedded in your 
chromosomes. Somehow 
you're linked to the 
creature! 


Don't be ridiculous. 
How can | be linked 
to a ghost? 


You're mildly fuzzy with 
Vortex radiation. We 
haven't met before, have 
we? Maybe | knew one of 
your ancestors. What's 


your name again? 


Heather 
McCrimmon and to 
be honest, | think l'd 
remember if l'd met 

you before! 


McCrimmon, 
eh? Good solid 
family name, 
that. Well done. 


Thing is, the Mozhtratta 
has been frapped 
by residual vortex 

radiation in your 
family’s chromosomes 
ever since it attacked 


that woman, and now 
it’s fighting its way free 
- through you! 


Wow! I've just seen my 
great-great-great-great- 
great grandma, in the 
flesh! Why am | getting 
the feeling this isn’t 
good news? 


It isn’t - but 
there's still time. 
You'll need to 
come with me. 


-.. SO | extrapolated 
the data | scanned from 
your DNA and worked 
out precise time and 
location coordinates. 


Doctor, we're 
too late! 


Save me! 


So you can go any 
time, any place? I’ve 
always dreamed 
about visiting the 
past, but | never 
thought it could 
actually happen! 


This really is 1815. 
l'm actually in history. 
All this stuff that 
happened centuries ago 
is happening right now! 
That's amazing! 


Arrrgh! Doctor, 
what's happening 
to me? 


Right time, wrong 
place. This is the 
High Street, and 
we need to be on 
Cowgafe! Run! 


The Mozhtratta is gaining 
strength. Soon it's going 
to start feedíng on your 
molecules, but I’m not 
going to let that happen. 
Hang in there, Heather! 


Listen to me. You have 
to fight back, for the 
sake of your children, 
and your children’s 
children. Focus on my 
voice. Fight it! 
= That's it. 
Come on. 
One last 
effort. 


YES! Well done, 
miss. Oh, that 
McCrimmon 

. stock is good 


stuff! 


Your family was lucky 
to carry residual vortex 
radiation through the 
generans, otherwise 
hat poor woman would 
have been the last of 
the McCrimmons. 


But it had weakened 
over the centuries, so 
there wasn't enough 
left in me to hold the 
Mozhtratta any longer. 
Good job you turned 
up, otherwise l'd have 
been a goner! 


Imagine all the times 
you could visit, all those 
amazing events you 
could watch happen? 
Doctor, please let me 
come with you. I’m no 
trouble, honest! 


Well, if you're 


prepared to muck 
in, and it'll help with 
your history exams, 
| suppose we could 
call it an extended 
field trip! When do 

you have in mind? 


THE DOCTOR AND HEATHER 
EMBARK ON A SEA ADVENTURE 
IN THE AQUARIUS CONDITION! 


THE AQUARIUS 
CONDITION 


The Doctor and his new 
AE companion Heather McCrimmon 
xm have landed in the depths 
of the English Channel. But 
all is not as it seems! 


didn't know 
we could land 
underwater! 
This is so cool! 
Strictly speaking, 
the TARDIS isn't 
supposed to materialise 
in a dangerous 
environment. But that’s 
never stopped it before! 


And while we’re 
down here, we may 
as well explore. 
Come on! 
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Huh! Fancy 
dumping a car in 
the ocean! What 
planet are we on, 

anyway? 


No way! It’s 
Big Ben! 


The Clock Tower, 
actually. Big Ben 
is the bell that 
chimes the hour. 
Its proper name is 
the Great Bell. 


How come it didn't 
flood when the 
doors opened? 


Force field. 
Now then, 
look at this... 


Well, we were 
heading back 
to Earth, but... 
Look at that! | 


` 


Never mind 
that! What's 

it doing here, | 
underwater? 


More to the point, 
what's all this water 
doing on top of it? 


| Know all about 

climate change, 
but this is 
ridiculous... 


Wwe 


e. 


| mean, how 

could the sea 
level increase so 

‘dramatically? 


We may find the 
answer in here 
- the House of 


/ 
Commons! Doctor! Look out! 


| thought | could 
smell something 
fishy! What are 
the Spaeron 
doing this far from 
Oceanus Pacifika? 


| am Askelia, 
Empress of the 
Spaeron Shoal! 


We are the inheritors of 
Earth! The Spaeron have 
aquaformed your world 
and taken it as our own! 


This is the 
revenge of the 
Spaeron! 


Revenge? But what 
for? The Spaeron 
have a perfectly 
lovely planet of 
their own. 


We’re not ready 
for a watery 


grave yet, This way, 


) d à f 
Askola! IY come on! 


Run, Heather! 
| mean 
- swim! 


Doctor! It’s no good! 
We'll never make it 
to the TARDIS in time 
- the Spaeron are 
gaining on us! 


This is our 
world now! 


Well, the water 
is their natural 
habitat after 
all, Heather. 


SKEWER 
THEM! 


Hang on! 
Who's this? 


|, Captain Harris, 
+ Sub-Aqua Division, at 
your service! 


Very pleased to 
meet you! I’m the 
Doctor and this is 


my friend Heather. 


But the 
Spaeron 
| were peaceful 
| people. What's 
| happened? 


Wefre revoking the 
Aquarius Condition 
- the treaty we made 
with the Spaeron when 
their home planet was 
destroyed by the Daleks. 


We let them live on 
Earth in our oceans, 
but Askelia betrayed 

us and flooded the 

whole planet by 
melting the polar 
ice caps! 


You might not have 
Oceanus Pacifika 
any more, but there 
are plenty of other 

worlds to choose 

from. You don't have 
to steal Earth. 


Looks like we've 
arrived just in time. 
We’re here to wipe 

out the Spaeron! 


We've a Galactic 
Council Resolution to 
enforce here, Doctor. 


Of course! We can't just 
stand by and let this place 
disappear underwater. You 
must return the polar ice 
caps to their natural state. 


Let me talk to 
Askelia again. I’m 
sure we can find a 

better solution to all 
this. Wiping out the 
Spaeron sounds a 
bit drastic! 


Or even 
flood it, for 
that matter! 


And you would 
do this for us, 
Doctor? Take us 
to another world? 
A better world? 


Then I'll take you to 
Kerun Za - you can 
join my old pal Sea- 

Rah. You'll love it. 

Big oceans, plenty of 
space and absolutely 

no humans! 


THE END 


The Doctor and Heather 
face the Servobofs in 
Glum Culture! 


———_— Em > 
—) 0 C0 E - WES 
EGLUM CULTURE. 


The Doctor is travelling with 
^ his new friend Heather... 


Well, we shouldn't be 
here for long. As soon as 
the TARDIS calibrators 
recalibrate we can be 
off and leave these good 
people in peace. d 


Apparently there isn’t 

a door. Wefre sitting in 

the ‘ultimate homestead 

hub’, a sealed pod 
where all your needs are 
automatically taken care 
of. ‘You need never go 
outside again!’ 


Mr ‘and Mrs Olbec 
have made us very 
welcome, Doctor, but 
l'd like to go exploring. 
Have you found the 
door control yet? 


c) 


Who would want to live 
inside all the time? It’s 
not as if there's much 
on the telly. 


| 


Something is bound to be 
on in a moment. We had an 
update from the Service 
Helpdesk, informing us 
that normal service will be | 
returned within hours. | 


— Yeah, you're right. 
d Reg, is there 

LA _anything else on? 
This static is getting £ | 
a bit samey! SON 
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Mind you, that 
was yesterday. 
Or was it last 
week? 


^ 


Doctor, did you see this bit 
about these habitation pods. 
Apparently they're supposed 
to be fully serviced, 36 hours 
a day, 12 days a week. 


Never mind. | quite 
like the static anyway. 
Is reassuring. 


| suppose it is a 
bit on the grubby 
side. Reg, when did 
the ServoBots last 

clean this place? 


They feed us well. We still 
have plenty of leftovers 
from the last delivery. 


Last week, | think. 
Or was it last month? It would be nice to have 
Anyway, we had an update something hot for a 
change. And fresh. 
= Doctor, the 


from the Service Helpdesk, 
informing us that normal 
service will be... 


TARDIS! 


Doctor, this is | 
horrible. We can't 
just nip off in the 
TARDIS as soon 
as it’s ready. 
We have to 
help them! 


| think we get the 
picture. Does 
anything work 
around here? 


There has to be a 
central hub servicing 
this place, and we need to 
find it. That tower looks 
like a good place to start. 
Come on. 


All these pods! If normal 
service isn’t resumed 
soon, this won't be the 

‘ultimate homestead hub’ 
- it'll be a ready-made 

graveyard! 


Looks like we're not 
going anywhere for 
the time being! The 
floor of the pod must 
have been structurally 
unsound. Sorry about 
the hole, Reg. 


l'm glad to be out 
of that cramped 
pod, but l'd be 
happier if we 
had some kind of 

safety nef! 


| 
A terrifying 


climb later... 


BZZK! EMERGENCY! 
UNAUTHORISED 
t ENTRY TO 
Finally, v SERVICEZONE. 
something to a BZZK! 
stand on! 


Hello. Are you 
in charge here? 
l'd like to report 
a fault. Several 
thousand faults 

in fact! 


Is beautifull But why E =x- 
are all those people 1 
living in such dreadful 
conditions when there's 

a whole city out 
there, just waiting for 

them to move in? 


How many of the ` s 
ServoBots are on HN NE ML 
their ‘recharge THEM. 


cycle’, exactly? ALL OF THEM. 


BZZK. THIS IS MOST Yeah, I’m not a big fan 


IRREGULAR. ANY CUSTOMER E riven e vee a 
SUPPORT ISSUES SHOULD Wet gone reset tere 

BE EMAILED TO THE SERVICE B PIE etae dinis 

HELPDESK, OTHERWISE YOU EB mene Da ha" 
MUST COMPLETE THESE p ? 
FORMS IN TRIPLICATE... — 


Doctor, you 
have to see this! 


BZZK. CITY? THAT IS MERELY 
A STORAGE UNIT FOR THE 
SERVOBOTS SCHEDULED FOR A 
À RECHARGE CYCLE. WHY WOULD 
X. THE RESIDENTS OF PODWORLD 
© WANT TO LEAVE THEIR 
PERFECT LIVES FOR THAT? | 


mon MEM 
AS ENSHRINED IN THE FOURTH gj ‘+F ROBOT MAY AOT JURE A 


LAW OF ROBOTICS. LOOK. HUMAN BENG. 


2. A ROBOT MUST OBEY ORDERS 
` GIVER TO (T BY HUMAN BENGS. 


3. R ROBOT MUST PROTECT (T5 CWA 
EXISTENCI 


4, R ROBOT MAY PASS THEIR 
SERVICE DUTIES On TO A LOWER 
RATED SERVOBOT, AS LONG AS 
THE ABOVE LRUJS ARE MET. 


Fourth Law of Robotics? 
Fourth! Last | heard there 
were only three. Who made 

that new one up? y 


THE MAYORBOT, OF COURSE. 
I MUST ADMIT, I'VE BEEN 
FINDING IT DIFFICULT TO 
MAINTAIN OPERATIONS, BUT 
T AM THE LOWEST RATED 
SERVOBOT, SO THERE IS 
NO-ONE T CAN DELEGATE TO. 


AS T SAY, I’M JUST A BASIC 
PHOTOCOPIER/PRINTER 
COMBINATION UNIT, SO 

SERVICING PODWORLD HAS 
BEEN SOMETHING OF A 

CHALLENGE. 


Their core programming 
is kicking in. We're the first 
humans they’ve found to 
serve for two decades, and 
they won't stop until they've 
all had a go. 
How may 
| be of 

service? 


How may 
| be of 


service? 
There are too many 


of them. We're 
never gonna make it 
as far as City Hall 


Glad to have been 
of service. Have a 
pleasant day. 


What happened? 
They just sfopped 
and went away! 


That's*not so 
much a law, as a 
get-out clause! 


Hmmm. | think we should 

pay a visit to City Halll. 

Trundle-V, take me to 
your MayorBot. 


You've managed to 
keep those people 
alive in there. l'd say 
you're nothing short 
of a little hero! 


7 Er, Doctor, we've 
^" got company and 
they seem a bit 
foo friendly. 


How may 
| be of 
service? 


How may 
| be of 
service? 


OUCH! Get your 
hands off me. 
Leave us alone, 
all of you! 


\ 


BZZT. THEY WERE ONLY 
FOLLOWING YOUR WISHES, 
MISTRESS HEATHER. YOU 
ASKED THEM TO LEAVE US 
ALONE, AND THEY DID 50. 


Oh dear. You aren't from 
the newspapers are 
you? That rag the Daily 
Eon? I didn't think you'd 
ever find me here! 


Can't blame them, I 
suppose. It’s not the 
fírst time l've been 
chased by hordes of 
women, desperate to 
take care of me. 


This is the 
MayorBot? But 
she's human! 


| don't believe it. 
That's Maya De La 
Grotzka, the most 
admired model in the 


THE MAYORBOT’S 
CHAMBERS ARE IN 
HERE, DOCTOR. BZZT. 
THAT’S HER NOW! 


Hello? Who is that? 
| didn’t call for a 
ServoBot? 


| just wanted to be alone, 
darling. The public attention 
was so stifling, | decided to 
drop out of society and 
live out my life surrounded 
only by robots that don't 
care who | am. 


Miasma Cluster. But 
she dísappeared 
nearly 20 years ago. 
No-one knew where... 
Until now! 


And what about the people 
who were already here, 
in Podworld? They're 
starving, Maya. Is that 
what you wanted? 


J- | So, Reg and Edwina will 
finally get to live the dream, 
and the ServoBots have 
people to look after. | love 
a happy ending. 


Residents? When I 
purchased Podworld from 
the original owners, they 
assured me all the residents 
had been rehoused 
elsewhere. This is terrible! 


l'm sorry, Maya, but 
that didn't happen. 
You can make things 
> right, though. There's 
a whole city out there 
just waiting for them 
to move into. 


BZZT. WE HAVE RECOVERED 
| YOUR TRAVEL BOX DOCTOR. 
AND DON'T WORRY, I 
WILL TAKE PERSONAL CARE 
OF MAYA. THE PEOPLE OF 
| PODWORLD NEED NEVER 
| KNOW SHE'S EVEN THERE. 


Sara 


And the Fourth La 
of Robotics has been 
consigned to the history 
books. Best place for it! 


Oanger for the Ooctor 
and Heather in The Great 
Rain Robbery! 


Well, it might be a 
future trip, or a right 
here but somewhere 


ANOTHER 
history trip! 


So, where are 
you heading 
off to in such 

a hurry? 


Oh, just a little 

history trip! A 

girl needs her 
clothes! 


It's pouring! Let's 
get inside the 
TARDIS quick! 


THE GREAT RAIN ROBBERY, 


ge I 


different trip... 


il be back soon, 
so don't you go 
worrying! 


Got everything 
you need? 


Yep. Let's get out of this 
storm. The weafher ís very 
unpredicfable at the moment! 


You're telling me it's zu What? What are 
unpredictable. This f you talking about, 
isn't even rain! The Doctor? 
lightning’s yours, but the 
rain’s fake. 


The rain - it’s artificial. 

I've seen this before. I’ve 

tasted this before. It’s the 
Cran Movernent. 


The Cran's world dried up. 
Inside the TARDIS... The rain stopped coming. 
Did they move from the 
planet? No/ They moved the 
rain from other worlds. 


And look! There's the Cran 


Ah-ha! Here we go. 1. z — ] the 
The Cran Movement. |X They strike during ship! Those aren't wings. 


eye ^ ME omnis c. ere mate woven fom 
_ precipitation temporary rain enough power to hold all of 

pilferers. You like f clouds as a decoy pei clouds 

facts - here are V as they steal the ; 


fhe facts! real clouds. 


This is really 
serious. 


| think we 
need to pay 

the Cran 
Movement a 

little visit. 


You board a 
Cran vessel! 


Elder, they 
possess no 
weapons. 


You are nof taking 
Earth's clouds! 
Reaping any part of an 
ecosystem on any level 
five planet is against 
galactic law. 


Who are you 


to talk to the 
Cran? 


l'm the Doctor. 
This is Heather, 
and this is your 
last chance to 
leave! 


Ha ha ha 
ha! You dare 
command us? 
What little you 

know of us. 


| know your kind's 
experiments bled your 
planet dry. | Know the Cran 
Movement are the rebels 
of your world. 


You know 
nothing! 


Our shields are 
down - so what? 
The people 
of Earth have 
no weapon 
powerful enough 
to stop us! 


SR 


| know where 
your shield 
controls are. 


Oh, | wouldn't say 
that. Heather, hold 
on to something. 


| don’t understand! 


What weapon has 
Earth forged? 


As | was saying, 
Doctor, the 
weather is very 
unpredictable at 
the moment. 


That wasn’t a weapon. 
That was naning: 
Strong enough to shut 
you down. 


Ahh, that’s more 
like it, good old 
Earth rain! So 

where now? 


Hmm... 
Somewhere 
sunny? 


A 


TE). 


But what of us 
now? We'll be 
stranded. We're 
powerless. 


Oh, don't worry. 
Ill give you a 
tow outside of 

the atmosphere. 
The Shadow 

Proclamation will 
take you the rest of 
the way! 


Somewhere 
sunny... / know! 
Not the sun, a 
sun. Brilliant. 
Come on! 


L——— 


— 
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"THE PARRIAN PROPOSALS 


Prepare yourself ' 
for the radiant beaufy | 
of Delquis, Heather. i 
A world of glittering | 
shell houses under four, 
count them, four suns! [S 


What's going 
on here? 


P 


if 


| think we'd better 

see the Delquisian 

Shell Judge! She'll 
have some answers. 


Delquis is an open 

planet, Doctor, but 
this is not an ideal 
time for visitors. 


Visitors! Think of 
us more as family. 
Let us help you. 


The Parrian? But they're 
your peaceful neighbours. 
| Maybe we should have a 
word with them? 


The Parrian started 
attacking us a few 
months ago, without 
reason. l've received 
no communication 
from their Prince. 


We welcome 
any help and all 
friends, Doctor. 


Hello! We're here 
to speak to the 
Parrían Prínce, on 
behalf of Delquis. 


Here comes 
trouble. 


That's nice. 
Say, why are 
you attacking 

| the Delquisians? 


| find your 
humour lacking. 


lam the Prince. The 


conqueror and battler. 
The commander of the 
Parrian birds of war. 


We're not 
laughing. You're 
destroying that 
planet, hurting 

their people. Your 
birds are on 
the rampage. 


They were... 

performing a 
traditional 
proposal 
ceremony. 


| did not 
command my 
birds to attack. 
That was never 
my intention. 


It all started a few months 
ago, on the Market Ship. 
It was during the spice 
exchange and | saw her... 


The Shell 
Judge? 


When the Parrian fall in 
love, their birds of war 
must perform the sacred 
proposal flights, and 
cannot be stopped! 


All this is about 
a wedding 
proposal? Al 
this damage! 
My cities are 
desfroyed. 


Unlikely. The Parrian follow 
strict customs. He must 
continue to send the birds, 


. the city will be devastated! 


(ll go and talk to the 
Shell Judge, you call off 
your barmy budgies. 
Heather, try and talk 
some sense into him! 


| know, it wasn't exactly 
subtle, but he’s going to 
call off his birds. 


" @ 


Hold your Building? 3 
seahorses, Judge! Í They're rebuilding E 3 Now that's the way 
) the city! i : to a girl's heart! 


They're not attacking. 
They’re... 


Please let the 
Prince know | find his 
intentions... honourable. 


Back on Parrian... 


Good work, Heather. 
| didn’t Know you 
were the slushy type! 


l'm very impressed, 
your Princeness-ness. 
You couldn't cancel the 
birds' visits, so you put 
them to good use. 


Ah, love. Stronger 
than Baboolian 
steel, yet softer 
than a kitten’s 
nose. And that’s 

scientific fact! 


l'm not! But can we 
visit a planet that sells 
hats? | don't want to 
miss that wedding. 


A kitten's nose! It 
sounds like you're the 
slushy one, Doctor! 


(9A 


| can't stop our 
traditions, but | can 
change them. | had some 
good advice from fhís 
young human. 


mE 


NEXT WEEK 


The Doctor and Heather 
meet a mysferíous 
explorer ín 


To think, | will be the first 
person in generations to 
walk amongst the venerated | 
spaces of the most sacred 
of Inca temples... y 


Thank you, 
my friend. Your 
bravery in bringing 
me this far will not 
be forgotten. Nor 
will my gratitude. 


These are the stones and 
caves where | play, but the 
ancient spirits have claimed 
beyond this point as their own. 
| can take you no further. 
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| hate temporal 
hiccups! You have 
to give the Vortex a 


À g Heather, l've closed | 
whopping great jump to the neutron loop - 


get rid of them. | wonder itch! 
What caused them? throw that switch 


— 


l'm on it, Doc. 
Engaging now! 


B 


Who are you and what are you You couldn't sort 
doing here? I’ve been searching * of turn around and 


for Inca ruins for years, pretend you haven't 
and | won't have anyone else seen us, could you? 
discovering this one first! wea _ 


Hello! | Know 
you, don't |? Harry... : This is a site of great 
Harum... HIRAM! HIRAM NA historical importance, 
BINGHAM! But you're not ; and you appear to be 
due to discover this place ; : destroying it with 
until tomorrow! these... these things! 


Mr Bingham, 

stay away | 
from there! It’s 

not safe! 


f 


Watch out! 


Everything has changed... 


Doctor, the time hole, it’s - 

closed! We've just lost S $ 
one of the world’s most e 
famous archaeologists! 


OK, last time | looked, 1 
and that was only about 
a second ago, there 
weren't quite so many 
8ft-tall lizard men 
hanging around... 


that, Heather. We've lost 
the whole world! 


7 Human intruders 


in the citadel! 
Take tant Phew, lost ‘em. What's 


going on, Doctor? Did 
something happen when 
Bingham fell through 
the time hole? 


These are wholesale 
changes to the timeline, 
too big to have been caused 
by one man slipping into 
the wrong period. This was 
done deliberately. 


The neutron 
loop must have 
protected us from 
the temporal shift. 
Is a good job | 
reversed the polarity 
otherwise we’d 
have blinked out of 
existence! 


| think they may 
have noticed 
we’re not local. 


Local? We aren't 
even from the 
same universe! 
Run! 
Hello there! 


Shame 
everything else 


did instead. How P 
are we going to is The Sfar Man has come, 


get the universe l as the prophecy foretold 
back on track? he would. Come to save us 
all from the tyranny of the 

(ncasaurs. 


Come. Follow me. | have EN i5 Centuries, by 


something magical to show the look of it. 


you. Someone who can 
answer all your questions. 


Been waiting long 
for this ‘Star Man’, 
have you? 


Pp 


Hello! Can anyone hear 
me? Oh, not you again, 
you mad old fool! 


The Intihuatana 

Stone. It translates 

as the ‘Hitching Point 
of the sun”! 


Yes. Yes, the Hitching 
Point, that’s what they 
called it. Good. We 
shouldn't have long to 
wait until he appears 

again. The Man 

rom Before. Another time hole, but | 

this one is phasing in 

and out of existence, 

like a door between 

realities, opening and 
closing at random. 
That's interesting. 


4. 


4 Well | never! It’s 
Hiram Bingham. 
Hello, Hiram. Can 
| call you Hiram? 
Are you alright? 
Where are you? 


| don't care who he is, 

so long as he hurries 
up. We're pretty 
exposed up here. 


A Machu Picchu, of course! 


Only, it’s a living, breathing 
city. Ws quite astonishing. 


You're in the pasf, Hiram. 
You fell through a hole in 
time, and if l'm right you're m 

at the epicentre of a For a pitiful 


temporal cataclysm. : E. E». = human, you have 
= an incisive mind. 


Yeah, but | don’t like to 
brag. So, what did you do, 
smash a few suns together 
to rip a hole in space/time? to harness its energy 
One reality not big enough i z to escape our Earth, 

for you? 1 TT through this very 
i : portal, locked to the 
Intihuatana Stone. 


Our sun was dying. 
We had no option but 


\ 
\ 


A This is our planet now, 


v fff intruder. It has been for 
So you thought you'd Will! centuries. And you're opinion 
skip across to another HII is of no importance to us. 
dimension and invade Guards, execufe them! 
someone else's! Thats Bi dr =e 
hardly fair, is it? j 


Not likely. Lef 
go of me! 


He's me? | mean, lm him? \ 
| suppose it’s possible. It's 
been so long, | forgot my 
|" own name years ago! 
‘Hiram’. | like it. 


When the alternate Hirams 
touched, there was a massive 
discharge of temporal energy. 
History corrected itself, and the 
time hole closed forever, as if it ~ 
had never existed. J 


Hang on, why 

didn't | realise 

earlier? Hiram, 
listen to me. 


Not you - him! The old 
hermiíf. He's you! This 
time hole must have kept 
an alternate version of 
you alive for all these 
years. This is brilliant! 


Oh my word, | 

rather thought 

l'd age better 
than that! 


Stop eu so vain and 
shake hands, like 
gentlemen. Trust me. 


Hiram saved the Universe. Shame 
he won't remember a thing about 
it when he wakes up. In fact we'd 
better get going before he does. 

Its only fair that he thinks he 
found this place on his own! 


The Doctor and 
Heather visit the largest 
supermarket in the galaxy 
in I 


* 
ca! 
pe” 


* 3 
. 
* 
A 
s : 2 
AS 
p f; 
7 


" 


1 Wow, Doctor, 
is huge! 


is Waltox 
Worldstore, the 
largest supermarket 
in the galaxy... 


No, | mean. Get 
lost... from them! 


d 


WARS. 


Euw! They need to 


sack the cleaners. 


... And the only 
place that stocks 
my favourite 
zongaberry jam. 
Yum! 


l'm the manager 
- Lenid Strimmer. 


Excellent. I'd 
like to make a 
complaint. 


Script NEV FOUNTAIN 


CLEAN UP IN AISLE 
FOUR! CLEAN UP 
IN AISLE FOURS 


Run, 
Heather! 


And they haven't 

got my jam! Let's 

have a word with 
the manager. 


Get lost! 


Hey! No need 
to be rude. 


What happened 
here, Mr Strimmer? 


"But a customer took eight f h 7 ot chased everyone out. 


items to the ‘seven Items or P > It thought that wasting its 
less’ checkout and the store | time with customers was 


went mad." ‘uncompetitive’.” 


BLEEH! BLEEH/ 

» CUSTOMER IS WRONG! 
>> CUSTOMER IS ALWAYS 
- RIGHT! WRONG! 

RIGHT! DOES NOT 
COMPUTES 


What's it 
planning now? 


It wants to crush all 
competition. It thinks 
it’s found a rival 
supermarket and it's 
going to destroy it... 


Doctor, that’s not 1 


a supermarket 
- that's Earth! 


an 


> CLEAN UP IN” 
AISLE THREE! 


Heeelp! 


We have to 
stop it. 


We made the 
store totally 
computerised. 
It all seemed 
fine at first. 


But suddenly... 


CLEAN UP IN 
AISLE SEVEN! 


Doctor! Eod 
Look out! 
E 4 ><A " 


LF INSURERS 


Don't worry, 
Doctor. | worked in 
a supermarket as a 

summer job once. 
| Know what to do! 


We're 
trapped! 


Attention all staff! BE Stupid robots! we 


Clean up in aisle 
three million and 
nine! 


b 


LLL 


haven't even got an 
aisle three million 
and nine. 


That's Heather's 
voice! 


N Precisely! Nice 


| work, Heather. 


In the computer room... 


ALL - COMPETITION 
- MUST - BE - REMOVED! 
EVERYTHING - 
MUST - GOS 


THE - BIGGEST - 
> SUPERSTORE - IN - 
> THE - GALAXY! THERE - 
MUST - BE - NONE - 
P gi A EVERYTHING - ` a 


What competition? 
That's the planet Earth, 
not a supermarket! 


Are you alright, 
Doctor? 


l'm fine. | think | 
know what's wrong. 
Where are the 
navigation controls? 


Careful, Tai ay HELLO - MR - 
Doctor! 3 A STRIMMER - SIR - 
7, WALTOX - WORLDSTORE - 
IS - NOW - OPEN - FOR 
- BUSINESS, HAVE - ` 
A - NICE - uud" b 


n 4 


It’s back to 
normal! What 
did you do? 


| don't think 
itll mind me 
moving it round 
Earth in a 
different orbit. 


| realised that the 3 i = Waltox Worldstore 
countries on the surface = LL thought Earth was 
of Earth look like = ; JA] acompetitor. | just 
Waltoxian writing. : X j pushed it round 
3 | the other side, so 


> it reads something CE 
That's right! It different! a E Us 
says ‘supermarket’ E What does 
in Waltoxian! g : it say 
now? 


You've saved my 
business, Doctor. 
How can | thank you? 
: Um... well, there 
It says: 'Beware a = is one thing. Can 
the pink warthog”! | check your 


stock rooms? 


| knew they 
would have some 

zongaberry 
jam somewhere! 


It’s only fair, 
Doctor. You helped 
him out of a jam, he 
helps you info one! 


Heather discovers how 
dangerous the past can 
be in 4 


SOCO 


Is 14 September, 1944. During 
the Battle of the Atlantic a 
German U-boat is struck by an 
Allied depth charge, suffering 
terminal engine failure. 


Brace yourselves, 
men! The hull is 
breached and we're 
going down - fast! 


Looks like we are 
all destined for the 
long sleep on the 
ocean bed! 


= We're letting 
in water! 


C : ’ 


We're sinking! 
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And that’s not all that’s 
coming on board! 


Oh, look at this, 
Heather! Straight 
out of the Gdansk 
shipyards - a 
genuine (X02 
U-boat from 
the 1940s. 


Halt! What the 
devil are you two 
doing on board 
this submarine? 


Um, this could 
be tricky... 


Don't be daft, à Yes, and excuse 


me, but isn't 
your submarine 
sinking? 


how can we 
be spies? 


With you that generally means it 
is the 1940s. Which means we've 
landed in the Second World 
War - on the wrong side. 


And should we be 
listing quite so much? 
If | didn't know better 
l'd say this submarine 

was sinking! 


Silence! You 
are spies! And 
the penalty for 
espionage is 

death! 


Put the gun away, Krigge. 
What's the point in shooting 
anyone now? The engines 
have failed and we're all in 
the same boat. 


If there's a 
problem with the 
engines then maybe 
| can help. 


A British depth charge 

knocked out our main motor. 

The engineer died when his What about 
head struck the bulkhead. We releasing your 
cannot fix the fault and with ballast and 
no forward power we will sink. floating to 

the surface? 


Doing nothing means 
certain death! At 
least let me get you 

up and running. 


But, Captain Lehmann! | must Do you have any other 
protest! You cannot let these suggestions that won't 


; iol result in death for all 
people take over like this! of us, Krigge? 


That's what you want, 
isn't it? To force us to the 
surface so that your Navy 
can blast us to pieces! 


Krigge is 
unfortunately 
correct. To surface 
now would mean 
certain death. 


What have we 
got to lose? 


Doctor, if you fix this 
U-boat, Lehmann and 
his Nazi goons will be 
free to carry on sinking 
Allied ships... 


It's not ideal, Heather, 
but we can'f stand by 
and do nothing. 


"= These are real people 
too, Heather. They 
may be fighting for the 
wrong side but they all 
have families and loved 
ones waiting for them to 
come home. 


My greaf-grandpa was 
killed in the Second World 
War. He was in the Merchant 
Navy and his ship was 
torpedoed by a German 
U-boat in 1944. 


And you think fhís 
could be the U-boat? 


| know, but... | 


What are 
the chances? 


[ oec 


Heather, by the end of the 
war, the Allies had sunk 
almost 800 U-boats. Thirty 


In other words, the 


options in war or time 
chances of these guys 


travel, Heather. If we do 


thousand German sailors 
died. That's the highest 
casualty rate of any armed 
service in the history of 
modern warfare. 


making it back home are 
pretty slim. When you put 
it like that... 


nothing, these men are 
doomed. If we help - 
then they have a one in 
four chance of survival." 


| suppose a slim 
chance is better than 
no chance at all. 


But the air is starting 
to get a bit fhin in 
here, so we'd better 
get a move on. 


Time we were 
off, | think... 


We'll be blown 
out of the water 
as soon as we 
surface! Those 
two spies have 
condemned us 
to death! 


All ship-shape and ready 
to go, captain. You've 


enough oxygen to last you | We owe you a debt of 
until you reach the surface 4 gratitude, Doctor. Now, 
- but then I'm afraid you're EE perhaps, we can live to 


on your own. 


^ German U-boat! This is 
: HMS Worthy. We accept 
your surrender - prepare 
to be boarded! 


For us the war is over 
- but our lives are not. 
Thank you, Doctor! 


fight another day. 


| disagree. 
They've given 
us a chance 
for survival 

- no more. 


THE GREED OF 
GAVULAVa 


| 
b | 
| 


SE LAVa 


~ have just enjoyed a trip 
to the theatre. 


| have to say, | had my doubts 

that Bleak House would work 
as a song and dance 

spectacular, but they pulled 
it off! That was brilliant. 


Back to the 
TARDIS, then. We 
can pop forward 

a few days and 
check out the 
reviews. 


Listen, Bud, just show me 
your drivers licence like | 
asked, or we're gonna have 
to impound your truck and 
take you downtown. 


Hey, Doctor. 
What's going 
on down there? 
Looks like 
trouble. 


That ain't gonna 
happen, sir. 
What the...? 


Suddenly... 


AY LL 


pi pf 
| tale 


nd who'd have thought WB 
Wayne Rooney would 
go on to be such a 
massive star on 
Broadway. What 


Such action will not 
be necessary, officer. 
You will now return 
to your vehicle and 
escort us to our final 
destination. 


Merger completed. 
You have been 


acquired. 


Direct psychic 
transfer. One mind taking 
possession of another. 
But why? And what's in 
that lorry those men are 

protecting? 


What was all that 
about? Did you 
see that weird 

orange light? 


*- 
E cg 
XD SAN JA 8 


Come on. We i They're heading 
can't let them get downtown, 
away. Taxi! Where d'ya towards Wall 
wanna go, Street. Hurry up, 
Mister? driver! 


Follow that truck, L MEN 
and step on it. 
l've always wanted Ii / Is a 20mph zone, Bud 
fo say that! But de f worry, | know 
f this city like the back 
of my hand. | got a few 
shortcuts up my sleeve. 
Hold tight! 


The main trading floor 
is on the level below us. 
We should get a good 
view of what's going on 
from up here. 


Hey, why are the lights Hiii : 
on in the New York NETH z | 
Stock Exchange? They | Ee 
must've stopped trading : HII Oh my! Is 
hours ago! m E that what 
was in the 


That's strange. And 
this lorry is empfy. 
| wonder where they've 
got to. Let's go inside 
and investigate, Heather. 


Welcome, Children 
of the Gavulav. At 
last, the final software 
has been installed. Man 
your stations and begin 
trading. Praise be the 
attainment of wealth! 


Praise be. 
Praise be. 


What are they 
doing? Is that 
thing in control of , 

all those people? Sort of, but they won't 

know it. That's a Gavulav! 

A race of hyper-intelligent 

computer hackers. They've 

made a galactic fortune 

fleecing the economies of 
a fhousand worlds. 


Earth has enough 
problems with aliens 
invading the old- 
fashioned way, let 
alone interstellar 
cyber criminals. We 
have to stop them! 


They'll be using advanced 
Trojan software to work 
their scam. What they 
don't know is l've been 
reprogramming malicious 
code since | was in the 
Prydonían Scouts. For 
the Time Lords, it was 
like playing noughts 
and crosses. 


d 
Accessing the Global 
Financial Net. 
Prepare to engage the 
Liquidation Worm 
software. 


il access the main stock 
market computer from the 
trading floor, but l'Il need you 
to create a diversion, so the 
Gavulav doesn't realise what 
l'm up to. Can you do that? 


Hey, ! play goal attack 
in netball - | can wrong- 
foot anyone, especially 
if they've got eight legs! 

And | think | know just 

how to do it. 


Cough. Ahem. Excuse 
me. I’m the health 
and safety officer 
for this building. 
Do you have the 
correct B543/27b 
authorisation form 
for that vehicle? 


Go that girl. Just 
a few seconds 
more and... there! 
No? Then 1 Gallifreyan early 
‘ll need you Of course, no i EN bird counter virus 
to sign this problem... Stap! f catches the worm! 
release form, What am ! doing? : A 
here and here. We're stripping : 
Thank you. your planet of all 
its material wealth. 
We don't care about 
healfh and safety 
regulations! 


What is 


A 3 A Not only that, but I’ve 
happening? blocked your psychic web. 
My Liquidation You no longer have any 
Worm has been Ranae control over these people. 
terminated! | fold you | was good, 
Heather! 


Ouch! Doctor, = : Don't do it, 
help! Get your i B : 2 Doctor. l'Il 
pincers off me, you ` be fine! What's going on? 
great big rotten Last thing | remember 
alien beastie. | got called for a job 
interview and... Hey, 
that’s the guy who 
interviewed me! But he 
seemed so nice. 


Let’s just say the 
job didn’t work 
out. Gavulav, 
leave my friend 

alone or I'll... 


| shall nof be 
defeated so easily, 
Doctor. Re-engage 
the worm, or your 
companion will pay! 


Or you'll what, Doctor? i 4 No, but | think Earth's 
Launch a hostile , A own shareholders 
takeover bid? ^ E might have something to 
say about your current 
business plan. 


What...? Get off of me, 
you filthy creatures. | 
promised you the Earth. 


Earth isn't yours Gotcha. 
to promise. Come 
on everyone, if we 
work together we Á 
him! S 
can fake him To think, | usually 
just go for a 
. YA fH coffee anda 
oe ei. ; chat after a trip 
. Ë to the theatre! 


^A ly 
the legs! 


b wit Ma 


MM Morale bub -darkest A quick trip in the TARDIS later, and... 
getting out of here nightmares! Freedom 
and | won't be - is more Important than Oh no! The theatre reviews 
coming back! You oars qd ay. wine are right next to the business 
could have been Duden a news! | had enough of stocks 
and shares after last night to 


rich beyond your EIN 
wildest dreams! last me a lifetime. 


Yeah, and who 
actually reads the 
reviews anyway? 
Come on, let’s go 
and get a cuppa. 


D HUN 


Trouble for Heafher 
in The Secret Army! 


` WW, amre E 


| AP. 
<Q) (7) ie 


WT SHEL 
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PASS REANA 


7E 
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"Um... pretty 


iM | 
Are you sure = 
y sure, Heather." 


this is safe, 
Doctor?" 


v i d “Trust me, when 
Lc > 7 Me. « S. | m done we'll be 
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But don't worry. I'll So however bad | 
o Pc. Siret park somewhere | TA | was at driving, | 
safe while | do this. | 5 | couldn't crash 


f H ? . 
you're holding? (hia ee, Y Ir into anyth... 
The thing is, 
alot of these | Here we go. The 
ud Pae 
s Nothing outside for 
a million light years. 


My dad took me to x A proximity  ' 
his company's car alert? You're 
park one Sunday kidding! 
when | was learning 
to drive. 


Doctor, | think 


we've hit 
something. 
" A 


=| nocroer Wy, 


[ o^ 


EY 


You'll want our 
insurance details, 
won't you? 


Come on, you've | 
got to wake up! 


| think there's 
someone at the 
door... 


Um, hello. My 
name’s Heather. 


| really don't taste 
very nice. Please 
don't eat me! 


Um, hello? 


Oh, good. 
Can you put 
me down 
then? 


We don’t 
eat humans! 


We conquer Our whole magnificent 
them! space fleet is hidden 
in the Empty Nebula so 
we can sneak up on the 
Empire of Whap! 


Death to the 
Empire of Whap! 


And you just 
happened to : 
find us! |! You're a spy! 
Spies must be 
destroyed! 


Doctor! 
\ E | said 
Wait, no! i i, HELP! 
There’s this 1 i = 
man - my 
driver... 


... he's called 
the Doctor. 


Don't leave 
me, Doctor! 


If you eat my 
friend, you'll make 
me angry. 


Your driver... 
He's enormous! 


Wait! Wait! 
| probably taste 
of something 
yucky! Like 
beetroot! 


Er, excuse 


1 


And if | get cross 
| might drop you. 


Hang on in there, 
Heather. l'Il see if | 


| 


can send you a door. | 


| mean, how can 

| you land /nsíde the 

spaceship, and be 

outside it at the 
same time? 


"We'll just drop 
them off this side of 
the Empty Nebula." 


| tried to 
materialise 
around you but it 
went a bit wrong. 


That thing | disconnected 
wasn't the shield. It was 
the dimensional control. 


Gah! The 
Whap Border 
Patrol! 


Not very safe, though. 
Better untangle us 
before we explode. 


But we've got to 
stop them! They‘re 
sneaking up on the 

Empire of Whap! 


Hold this 
for me. 


Waaah! An 
earthquake! 
In space! 


See, | said we'd be 
safe. Mey, you're 
covered in goo! 


You noticed. 
Euw! 


Why so glum? It 
tastes of beetroot! 
Brilliant! 


All aboard 
The Silver Bullet! 


This isn’t any 
old transcontinental 
locomotive, Heather. 
This is The Silver 

Bullet! 


The Fluxos Desert, Flexella. E mE 


OK, Doctor, 
why are we fakíng 
the train to 
visit your friend 


This train runs from West 
City on one side of the desert 
to East City on the other. 
A long way - and we just 
put our feet up! 


Not with your 
muddy shoes! 
Here, put them on 
my magazine. 


DINNER (5 BENG SERVE 
i THE RESTAURAN 
CARRIAGE, SIR AND 

MADAM, 


Why thank you, Sorry about 
ZX29. Come on, the mud, it should 
Heather. wash off. 
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| know, and very 

nice it is too! I’m 
not complaining, but 
why not just go ín 

the TARDIS? 


Well, sometimes | like 
to park and ride! 'To 
travel hopefully is a 
better thing fhan fo 
arrive’ - to quote a 
famous poet! 


^" Oof! What's 
the hurry? 
They're 
after me! 


iA short while later... 


Did you see what was 
going on back there, with 
that octopus thing? 


Ugh! Thaf's 
disgusting! | thought 
haggis was bad, but 
this is far worse! 


It didn't look right, 

Doctor. That poor 

thing said, "They're 
after me!’ 


No, sorry, didn't. 
Mmm, Nebuloid 
mud-clam chowder, 
if m not mistaken? 


É Mmm, this is 
delicious, 
Heather. 
Tuck in! 


Hand it over | 
here, then. 


Local delicacies, 
Heather - gotta take 
‘em as you find ‘em. 
They grow on you. 


That bit on your 
tie certainly has! 


Look out, 
coming through! 


There he 
is again! 


It, actually. That's a 
Flexellan Octopod - quite 
common in these parts. 


Hey, it’s 
getting dark 
outside. 


| think Il turn in, 

Doctor. I'm not 
feeling too good 
after that chowder. 


Oh, | was going 
to teach you 
Flexellan snap 
after this! 


That sounds great, 
but tomorrow 
please? | need 

to lie down! 


Alright, then. 
Sweet dreams! 
icc 


| say, waiter! 
Has someone left 
a window open? 
There's a draft 
coming right through! 


What the... 
Aargh! 


The Silver Bullet speeds ene 
across the desert... ; MES So diia 


| remember 
saying to Robert 
Sfephenson that 
on Unicepter IV they 
pull their trains with 
giant moths... 


You must've 
been having 
a lu d habe 
Bound to happen, 
everything's 
strange to you. 


What's 
wrong, 
Heather? 


lve seen it 
again - that : : 
Octopod thing! E No, Doctor. | 
; : à | was 
awake! 


Alright, | give 

in. Let’s and 

the guards’ 
van. 


What a 
strange man... 


They've captured WESS 2 SN 
it! Hey, don'f M S4 s N 
hurt him, you lot! ri 


ve 
u : 


Oh, lummy! It’s in here 
somewhere... l'm so 5; i 
absent-minded... please , s here! > = 
don't lock me up, EQ /'ve found it: What? They were 
officers... | just panicked 1 just after him for 
and ran, you see! x "- his fícket? 


Nervous folk, these 
Flexellan Octopods... 
a bit like Scottish 
Heathers! 


We're here, Heather Can't wait 
- East City! to meet your 
Mind the gap. friend! 


Well, even if he isn't, this 
z journey has taught me a lot! 
(Od It’s true what they say, Doctor: 
travel broadens the mind! 


Yes, | hope he’s 
in after all this! 


"he Doctor and 
Heather head to the 
planet Mohaga! 


<<) (i a} 
A THE INVISIBLES AN 


Welcome to the planet Mohaga, outermost 
world of the infamous Kesh Kali solar system. 
The Doctor and Heather are just leaving! 


x We'll never 
— make it, Doctor! ] 


Hurry! Back to 
the TARDIS! 


The Doctor promised 
Heather a trip she 
would never forget 
- and he wasn't wrong! 


Being chased by fhe 
Mohagan Horde i M : : eath 

is a memory that will : A b : $ : = inside! ] 
stay with her for a pe - i ccc e | À 
long time to come! 4| is z 


Inside the safety 
f the TARDIS... ©) 
or the © © | © Oh, nothing. Well, apart \ 


Hur Phew! What = from visit. Like many of the | 
( did we do to © © - universe's alien species, the | 
annoy them? à Mohagan Horde hafe all 
humanoíds. 


And now you've 
completely 
vanished! 


Crumbs! You're 
fading away! ` 


Doctor! What's 


happening? 1 


Ey 


I'm still here. | 
I'm just... 
invisible! 


A little later... A i i 
Well, I've examined you i FE Fa HS xe 
as best | can - seeing | > ; 
as you're, er, invisible. Y Ç n A" an rng a ed 


Something on Mohaga 
must have reacted with 
your human form... 
but l've no idea what! 


| know! I'll take you PCIE & On board the InFECT f 

P to the Institute For Exo- ES : 1 space station... 
"X Contamination Treatment. — 

| It specialises in A 

intergalactic medicine! 


B 


Excuse me! 
Can you help my 
friend? She’s 
turned invisible! 


ENG 


| can't see her 
right now! 


Heather is examined by Professor Aldrin 
Strykf, InFECT's top molecular surgeon... 


Is just as 
| thought, Doctor. 
She's picked up a 
retro-photonic 
virus. It alters the 
way her atomic 
structure responds 
to light. 


You can see the way 
the light rays bend 
around her body. 
No wonder we can't 


see her. Fascinating! 
But that’s the problem. 


We've just been to 
the planet Mohaga. 
Something there has 
infected Heather and 
now she’s invisible! 


l'm very sorry, my dear. 
But your condition requires 
urgent treatment if we Is so e-cold! 
are to prevent it becoming 
permanent. It could even 
be contagious. 


Is there 


a cure? 4 ; 


Here, put 
3 | M this on. 
Hey! Will you both stop 
talking about me like I'm € 


not here? I'm invisible, 
Oh, corks! | La f 


not missing! 


Heather is trying to fight 
the virus, Doctor, but it’s 
draining all her energy. 
There's only one thing | 
can suggest, although it 
could be dangerous... 


wd 


= “If there is a cure, Doctor, 
B it can only be found on 
> the planet Mohaga.” 


But on the planet Mohaga, P 
it's easy to attract — 
i unwanted attention! 


"7 Professor Strykt said | 
need some kind of organic 
protein extract for him 
| to use as an antidote. But 
extracted from what? 


That’s twice 
in one day 
they've chased f 
me across the 
planet. 


ks a 
Gotta jump 


- my last 
chance! 


Oh no! It’s the | 
Mohagan Horde! Don't 
they ever give up? 


Soon, back at the InFECT station... 


l've got it! Wait 
a sec - where 
is everyone? 


We’re here, 
Doctor! 


Heather’s retro- 
photonic virus proved 
to be contagious... 


We’re all 
invisible now! 


Yikes! It’s a 
Bleurgh Bush! 
And it fancies me 

for dinner! 


Thanks very 
much! Alons-y! 


Looks like | got back 
just in time! Lucky 
l' immune to it, 
or we'd be in even 
more trouble! 


The spectronic analyser 
can extract the Mohagan 
protein from this thorn - 

and synthesize an antidote! 


Congratulations, Doctor! The 
invisibility virus has gone, 
thanks to your heroic efforts. 


| knew you'd 
see us right in the 
end, Doctor! 


The Doctor and 


Heather meet pirate meerkats! 


An old people’s 
home - in space! 


ay 
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: Al 


Doctor! | think | 
I'm going to 7 : 
be sick! : = 1:7 


What time 
is the bingo, EZ 
But Heather, dear? 
this is i s 
brilliant! 


We're meant 
to have gravity, 
young man. 


But they shot 1 
But why 
isn't there any bs epi 
gravity? | like 
gravity. 


But that’s no 
fun, is it? 


Come on, it’s 
like swimming. 
Just without 
getting wet. 

^J 


They're... Well, í 
they're meerkats. 


E. 
From us, me 
hearty! 


They're S They're 
pirates! p~; space 
iui pirates! 


| guess you're not 
here for the bíngo. 


What, like 
‘Simon says’? 


Woah! Sorry, 
it’s tricky there 
being no gravity. 


Waah! | don't 
like heights! > 


ON 


44 
4 


Are you going to 
be a good boy 
and surrender? 


No, l'm gonna 
get you. 


lm sorry. Did | 


bump your suit’s 
gravity control? 


Yeah? You and 
whose army? 


You're all 
our prísoners. | 
You do what 


we say. 


Watch out! 


| might 


have shot... 


| reckon this 
one will do. 


But this is mad! 
What would a 
bunch of pirates 
want with an old 
people’s home? 


= 


We got attacked by another 
bunch of pirates. They 
pinched our spaceship. 


And they've 
dumped us here. 


Aw. It's nof 
fair, is it? 


We're pirates. We 
do the pinching. © 


| à 
f No, it’s nothing | 
like that. ji 


How about we help you 
get your ship back? Then 
you could leave these old 

people in peace. 


Yeah, | suppose 
They do want we could. 
to play bingo! 


NS Hey! We could 
help, too! What? You don't 
think maybe you're 


a bit too... 


Old? Young man, | 
l'm only 198! 


Come on! How long 


does it take to learn 


the controls? 


Do you 


B surrender? 


| want to get away 


from here before 
those meerkafs 
think to... 


Remind me. 
Why have we ! 
got lemons? } 


Crabs are scared 
of lemon juice. And 


thousand island dressing. 


\, Look out! 


Hey! That | 
| was easy. 


And much 
better than 
bingo! It’s like 
l'm 150 again! 


A Arrrrrrrrgh! = 


So. We'll call 
it a draw. 


Did we win, 
nurse? 


Yeah, it’s too 
much like 
hard work. 


| don't think 
os x | want to be a 
But you're Zimmer n ll. pirate any more. elis ovod 
frame won't be. You E gp | 
saved my life! 


Aye aye, 
captain! 
Arr, me hearties. Pee 
Let’s see what this 
little beauty can do. 
Full speed! 


This is much better 
than all that hard 
work being a pirate! 


Now, who's for 
Snakes and Come on, Heather. 
Ladders? | think our work 

here is done. 


Is a bit rough 
going underfoot. 


Are you sure 
this is safe? 


| THE ABOMINATON 
D. GAME 


[m TREVOR BAXENDALE a; 
T Art JOHN R-OSS. D P 
"| Colours ALAN CRADDOCK c 


"TE Of course I’m 


i | | 3 = sure! Well, almost 
T The Doctor and Heather are / C. CO sure. Pretty 
|! exploring an alien world... eo... EN certain anyway. 
IN. git 7 OK, there is just 
Whal arawe a slight risk. 
looking for, 
exactly, Doctor? 
Watch your step 
here. This bit 
looks a little... 


Anything interesting! 
Anything new and 
unusual. Excitement! 
Adventure! Just keep your 
eyes open - you never 
know what you'll find! 


A few hours later... 


Don't be such a baby. There 
we are, all finished. | knew 
that first aid course would 
come in handy! 


It's very kind of you 
to take us in, Krolo. | 
wasn't aware this planet 
was even inhabited, but 
I'm glad it is. Ouch! 


What little we have 
is yours to share, 
Doctor. You were very 
lucky to survive the 
Mountain of Death. 


“The lucky ones return, laden with 

all manner of treasure! They are 

free to leave this world and start 
a new life in the stars.” 


Mountain of 
Death? That doesn't 
sound very friendly. 
And if | didn’t know 

better, l'd say that 
cliff edge gave way 
a bit foo easily. 


But rísk is an important part of 
the Mountain of Death. Every week 
volunteers from our community enter 
the mountain and accept the risk... 


That's fascinating, Krolo. 
But what happens to the 
unlucky ones? 


| think we should 
have a little look 
inside the Mountain 
of Death, Heather. 


Well, they never 
return. 


Oh, | don’t like the 
sound of that! 


Good idea. 
Maybe we'll 
come back 
loaded with 
jewels and 
stuff. 


That's if we 
come back 
at all. 


0€ 


Deep inside the mountain... 


Isn't it 
fantastic 
down here, 
Heather? 


| went potholing once 
with some college mates. 
It was cold and wet and 
pretty uncomfortable. 
A bit like this! 


Things are getting 
more and more difficult, 
Heather. | think we're 
getting somewhere! 


| wonder why they call it 
the Mountain of Death? 


Some kind of robof 
guard - but what's 
it guarding? 


Isn't it obvious? Those 
people who never come 
back - they must have paid 
the ultimate price. 


Interesting choice of 
words, Heather. And so 
is ‘Mountain of Death’. 

It's a bit theatrical! 


Doctor! 


Pee Re 


Wow! It's a treasure vault! There 
must be an absolute fortune in 
here. We've hit the jackpot! 


Pity. l'd look 
good in this! This is what I’m 
after - the computer 
at the centre of the 
mountain. 


But it can get out of control. The 
people of this world are descendants 
of the original contestants, 
automatically going through the motions 
in the hope of winning the big prize. 


The programme ended years 
ago, but they forgot to switch 
the computer off. 


You could say that - but 
we’re not here for the 
prize money, Heather. 


As | thought - this is What, the 
nothing more than the whole 
remains of an ancient mountain? 
Abomination Game. 


Yes! Contestants have to undertake 
a series of hazardous tests in 
order to win prizes. 


l've deactivated the machine 
and the Abomination Game is 
officially over. And guess what? 
You're all winners now! 


* Our heartfelt 
| thanks to you, 
l Yeah 
clon - didn't he 
do well! 


You're going 
to love this, 
Heather... 


E 


y "orn 
f f Keep moving. x 
We don't have 
much time. 


This way. ] 
It is the end 
X of the world. The 
E] ^, end of everything. 

4 

A 

| 
= 2 


No, not a war. The 
inhabitants of Tranquillity 
are known as the Bereft. 

They've devoted their 
culture to peace and 
serenity since, well, always. 


Hey there. Excuse 
me. Can you tell us 
what happened? 


This is awful. 
We have to 
help them. 


No one knows, not 
even our scientists. 
Yesterday everything was | 
normal and then, at the | 
stroke of midnight... 
the world shook. 


Script CHRISTOPHER COOPER 


Colours ALAN CRADDOCK 


Prepare to 
be... Oh no. 


SPUR qu 


This is ferríble. Look 
at all those poor people. 
What's happened here? 

A natural disaster? 

A war? 


Art JOHN ROSS 


What do you mean 
‘shook’? Like an 
earthquake? 


No. The world shook. 
Literally the whole world, 
every continent, from the 
North Pole to the South. 

They say Tranquillity is 
tearing itself apart. 


If the planet is 
doomed, where 
are you takin 
these people’ 


Something doesn't add 
up here. For a natural 
disaster, it doesn't 
seem that natural. 


No. That bridge was 

our last hope. We'll 
never get across to 
the safe zone now. 


Our scientists found 
an area of tectonic 
stability just outside 
the city, beyond 
Eternity Canyon. 
Wefre to wait there 
for the rescue ships. 


There's a crowd 
ahead. We must 
have reached 
the canyon. 


| wouldn't give up 
hope just yet. That 
looks interesting. 


——-. A bridge. It's 
ell 


|. a miracle. E 


What are you 
up to? How 
can an ancient 
stone statue be 
of any help? 
| thought as much. 
This isn't a statue, 
is the confrols for 
a light bridge. The 
Bereft's ancestors 
were brilliant! 


Yes! Oh, | am good. Get 
your people over to the 
other side, quickly. 


z YOU HAVE ENTERED ^ A Tacie Rastenen 
CLN z fi RESTRICTED ZONE! HET and Offensive Leveller. 


The legends are true. The 


HALT! you HAVE i False a of ae et 
ELT CTED happen. This is ita proof. 


T.R.O.L? A robot 
& Troll? And we've 
got to get across 
his bridge... 
sounds familiar! 


y. 
(AU fix it. 


Great. It’s a foll bridge. 
Why didn't the sign mention 
it’s a toll bridge? Has any- | 
one got any spare change? / 


Doctor, be careful. 
What do you think 
you're doing? 


Hitching a ride. 
Geronimo! 


Thank you, 4 
; Doctor. I'll get every- = Good luck! 
Now to switch the flight one across the bridge OK, Doctor, 
controls to manual. to the safe zone. so where are 
we going now? 


To the depths of 
: Tranquillity, where this 
That should do it. T.R.O.L. came from. If I’m 
This old monster | right, the Bereft brought 
won't be causing any | this disaster upon 
more trouble. — / themselves. 


. Soon, miles bene 
he planet’s cr 


R 


The auto-pilot is guiding us 
towards something artificial. 
Wow, look at that. 


Military Command, I'd 


What is this place? 
say. The last remnant 


It’s so old, like the 
controls to that 
light bridge. 


their past. 


| need to check 
their computer 
database. 


l'm resetting the defence 
shields that protected this 
place. They have enough 
power to hold the planet’s 
crust together long enough 
for the Bereft to escape. 


Thankfully the rescue ships 
got everyone away just in time. 
There it goes. Gone forever. 


of the Bereft’s war-like 
pre-history. No wonder 
they decided to forget 


A military bunker, deep below 
the safe zone, and undamaged. 
It must have fearsome defence 
shields. We're going in. 


Here it is. The Bereft’s ancestors 
fought a devastating civil war, and 
built an ultimate weapon. Just in 
time, they forged a peace deal and 
disarmed the bomb, but... 


But after all these years 
something went wrong, _ 
and it exploded, causing 
all this horror. Is there 
anything you can do? 


And us! Shouldn't we be hot-tailing 
it back to the TARDIS too? It’s 
getting very warm in here. 


& 


Not quite forever. Those defence 
shields were so powerful they’ve 
created a gravity well, pulling the dust 
back together. Give it a billion years 
and Tranquillity will be reborn. 


The Doctor and Heather 
meet an 


Nothing like 
a life on the 
ocean wave, 
eh, Doctor? 


Depends on the ocean, 


Script STEVE LYONS Eg anche aan n 
e er. An e snip. You ve 
Art JOHN ROSS heard the phrase ‘Worse 


Colours ALAN CRADDOCK things happen at sea’? 
> "- 


Well, USS Cyclops is where 
all the worst things happened. 
The year is 1918. The First World 
War is still being fought... 


P= — ZZ 
m 
EW 


TINNA 


... and this ship is sailing into the = : 
Bermuda Triangle, never to " 
be seen again. No shipwreck, no nm. 
survivors, nofhíng! z 


If | had to make a guess, l'd 
blame the Cyclops's cargo. Ten 
thousand tons of manganese 


Hang on, 
| thought the ' 
ore. |f that shifted in the hold... 


Bermuda 
Triangle was 


... it could flip us over 
like a turtle. Hmm. 
Come to think of it, 

maybe we should 
leave before... 


Hold it right there, mister. 

- l'm Captain Worley and 

| don't take too kindly to 

-— finding a sfowaway on 
: board my ship! 
m bn 

ag - 


= 


Rumour has it that this ship 
was destroyed by a giant 
octopus. ve always thought 
there was more to it. 


This is how you treat 
your guests? | wasn't 
expecting fea and 
biscuits, but still. 


Stowaways! As if | didn't 
have enough problems with 
my own crew. Disloyal 
dogs, all of them! 


Well, just let them fry 
to cross me, and see 
what they get! 


Glad you could make 
if, Heather. With 
my hands chained, 
| couldn't reach the 
sonic to free myself! 


Happy to help. But | 
suggest we gef ouf 
of here, before the 
captain comes back!  , 


You'll stay down here 
in the brig until we 
reach port. Then the 
US Navy can decide 
what to do with you. 


At last! | thought he'd 
never leave! But, what's 
this? It looks like a... a 
piece of a telegram. 


But it's in 
German! 


Oh, | meant to 
tell you! | was 
chatting to the other 
prisoners back 
there, and Heather... 


l've been 
thinking, 
Doctor, and... 


... | Know why the 
Cyclops disappeared! 


Captain Worley 
is a ferrible 
navigator, who 
keeps straying 
off course. 
He could sink 
this ship all by 
himself. 


| think there’s a German obl ca a 
spy on board. He could a are planning to fight 
sabotage the ship, give , RM back. Things could 
its position away to the H get out of hand! 
enemy, or even hijack it! | : 


Wow! It's an Ocfopod. 
| haven't seen one of 
those things in years. 
Look at those tentacles! j 


Never mind its fentacles, 


Doctor. It’s trying to drag 
. this ship down info the sea! 


Maybe we 
should talk 

about this 
back in the... 


L 


What is that thing? 
Whoever's responsible 
for this, ! will have their 
hídes, do you hear me? 


That thing is a 
weapon, created 
by an alien 
race called the 
Rutans. One 
of their ships 


must have crash- | 


| 
4 


landed here! 


That's right! Keep 
pelting it with these 
rocks! The manganese 
in them will react with its 
magnetic field. 


And there it 


oes! 
E > 


re 


l'm sorry, Heather, but no. 
This ship’s disappearance 
is already a part of your 
history. Some things we 
can’t change! 


How can we stop it? | 
know. Manganese ore! 
That's what we need. And 
the Cyclops* hold 
is packed full of it... 


You heard the Doctor! 
Manganese ore! 
Fetch as much of it as 
you can carry! Hurry! 


Is working! The 
Octopod is reeling, 
losing its gríp on 


the ship. 


Come on, Heather. We'll 

never get a better chance 

than this to escape, while 
everyone's distracted. 


Doctor? Did we just 
save the Cyclops? 


As for what really 

happened to USS 
Cyclops, l'm afraid 
we'll almost certainly 


never know! 


The Doctor and Heather visit 
the Crystal Palace. 


eS 


THE E CRYSTAL PAL 
i 


home to the Great Exhibition 
in Hyde Park, rebuilt here in 


south London, June 10th 1854. E 


Tonight is its grand 
reopening: 


P 
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| suppose it does. | may have 
miscalculated the 

temporal coordinates by a 

day or two, but these things 


happen. Maybe wefre early. Ñ Isnt it beautiful! 
| What a piece of 
engineering. Such 


The Crystal Palace, ) 


If all seems very - ; 
3 quiet for a ‘grand 

reopening’ night, 

don't you think? 


SRAN 


a shame it burnt down. 
Come on Doctor, 
you must know what 


The doors aren't 
locked. Seeing 
as we're here, 

we might as 
well have a look 
around, eh? 


Now that's a suspicious 
looking bunch, if ever | saw 
one. What are they up to? 
Worshipping that machine 
or holding a séance? 


caused the fire? 


4 dfwas nothing to do with 

| me, if that’s what you mean. 
Not yet, anyway. Thing is, 

| it all looks a bit tired for a 
E relaunch, doesn't it? 


Playing with fire is what they're \ 
doing. That's an Atomic Event 


Extender. How did they get 
N hold of one of those? Come on. 


y 
4 


BE, 
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Env) ZW RIO C Ss ay, 
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| y 

3 hear that? It 

34 sounds like 
chanting. 


That's not chanting, 
it’s... No. No, it can't be. 
Totally wrong fíme 
períod. Wrong galaxy, 
for that matter. It's 
coming from over 
there! 


Well, one thing’s 
for certain, this isn't 
1854. More like the mid- 
1930s. Those are 20th- 
century uniforms. 


Then fire away, 
Professor. | want 
to see exactly what 
your machine 
is capable of. 


What are you 
doing? 


Nothing can be 
allowed to interfere 


with the rebirthing. 
Full power engaged. 


| sense the mystical Y 
à; E i energies gathering, 
Don't they realise how = just as my spirit 
dangerous that thing a < guide foretold. 
is? Hit a wrong switch z ; ; 
and they could flip this = 
planet inside out! 


All systems are 
functioning within 
parameters, General 
Stoker. We're ready 
| to test the weapon. 


Right. You lot. Step away 
from that machine. You 
don't understand the powers 
you're messing with. 


At last, She returns 
to reclaim Her 
Empire. Victumas the 
Conqueror awakes! 


Oh no! This is worse 
than | thought. General, 
all of you, get out of 
here, now. 


| 


Too late to do 
much good, but at 
least it'll limit her 
power, for now. 

Come on. Run. 


This isn't right. That 
| stranger helped us build 
| the machine with help from | 
the spirit world. | | 


LL | 
- T W ER 


You've been tricked 
into ripping a big fat 


hole in the Antimatter 
Realm. And 
| should know. It was 
me who locked 
Victumas in there. 


Who ís | 
3 Victumas? 


Your Highness. | bow 
in the presence of your 
magnificence. 


Nooooo! 


Queen of the Dominion 
Sisterhood. Mad, bad 
and bent on galactic 
domination. And that’s 
the last thing Earth 
needs right now. 


What a magnificent 
weapon. If we can 
control it, it could give us 
a great tactical advantage 
against our enemies. 


You have served your 
purpose, insignificant 
one. Your reward 
is death. 


That's all you soldiers 
| think about, isn't it? 
| All the brilliant ideas 
| exhibited here, created 
for the benefit of 
humanity, yet all you 
see is their use 
for warfare. 


Now make yourself 
| useful and keep 
x Victumas occupied, 
while | try and sort 
this mess out. 


We need to contain Victumas 
and send her back where 
she came from. Heather, 
plug those cables into the 

palace’s power supply. 


l'm routing the Atomic a 
Event Extender's output Is working, 
through the iron framework. Doctor. Look. 
[tll become a giant. 
magnef, and antimatter 
doesn't mix with magnets. 


Doctor! 
You again? 
Aieeeeeeee... 


We'd better get out 
of here before anyone 
starts asking awkward 
questions. | thought you 
said you had nothing to 
do with the fire? 


Oh, hang on. This isn't 
ood. The building's iron 
frame is overheating. 


R is too old and fragile to TERM : 
i handle the power. l might be a Time Lord, 


Heather, but that doesn't 
l E 
Run, Heather! mean | Know what my 
1 own future holds. Where 
would be the fun in that? 


xum 
E 
£3 
$ 


The Spirit of Ashgar 
awakens! 


So how come this 


THE SPIRIT hon 
OF ASHGAR ™ 


The Doctor and 
Heather are doing a 
spot of sightseeing... 


Gosh, Doctor, you 
said it was one of 
the wonders of the 
galaxy, but | never 
expected this! 


Ashgar was 
defeated and slain 
over a century 
ago. His power 
diminished, the 
atrocities he 
committed became 
a matter of 
history rather than 
everyday life. 


Ashgar was the most feared 


g of all the Star-Demons of 
Script TREVOR BAXENDALE eae Ee beg Eventually people 
s iney rew more curious 
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It's more of a prison. 


“Ashgar controlled an 
empire of evil that spread 
across 50 solar systems.” 


“Generations of children 
were brought up to fear 
him and his army. He had 
incredible mental powers.” 


Soon, inside... 
This building was 
built to remind the 
universe of Ashgar’s 
terrible power. 


So what was the 
Legion of the 
Honest, then? 


Many of the 
surrounding worlds 
have enjoyed great 

good fortune in 
Ashgar's absence. 


That's good, 
isn’t it? 


A band of brave souls who 
tricked Ashgar and defeated 
him. His remains were locked 

in a giant vault, deep beneath 
the surface of the planet Kroul. 


Of course. But look : 
at my psychíc 
paper. Is picking e Let's just say | think 
up all kinds of things É we should take a 
- but only translates TEEN > private tour around 
into one word. Ashgar's tomb. Make 
i sure everything is as 
it should be. 


C'mon, 
this way. 


You mean Ashgar 
the Awful may not 
be as dead as 
everyone thinks? 


If Ashgar was so bad, why 
did they go to all the trouble 
of building this place? 
Surely they would have been 
happy to just bury him in a 
hole and forget about him? 


Perhaps Ashgar 
was just foo 
powerful. 


You mean he wanfed to be 
remembered like this - and 
he was so strong-willed 
his killers still did what 
he wanted? That's pretty 
scary, Doctor. 


It would be a 
big mistake to 
underestimate the 
spirit of Ashgar. 


Guardians of Ashgar’s 
tomb! Robot gargoyles 
programmed to stop 
anyone trying to 
resurrect Ashgar the 
Awful! 


If | can just 
accelerate the rate 
of decay in this 
stonework with 
the right kind of 
vibrations... 


Is crumbling, 
Doctor! 


Resurrect him? 
But we’re not here to 
do that! And who’d 
want to, anyway? 


We need to go deeper 
into the catacombs 
- to find the grave of 

Ashgar. Hurry, this 
bridge will help us lose 
the gargoyles. 


Phew! That 
was close! 


Pity, really. They were 
very well-crafted 
robots, and they were 
only following their 
programming. 


That’s what we’re 
here to find out. 
Allons-y! 


And this is 
the voice of 
Ashgar! 


| knew you'd turn up. 
| knew it! Didn't | 
say, Heather? Didn't 
| say Ashgar wasn't 
really dead? 


rv 


WHO INTRUDES 
UPON THE SLEEP 
OF ASHGAR? 


Who on Not on Earth, 
Earth is that? Heather. This is the 
3 planet Kroul. 


But | am dead. My 
defeat at Hoganrar was 
total... and somewhat You mean you 
enlightening. turned over a new 
leaf - only affer 
you died? 


| don't 
understand... 
Yes, my body no longer 
lives - but my will can 
. never fade. Only now | 
| saw things in death use it to help the people 
that | was blind to in of the universe. | enable 
life. | realised that | had civilisations to grow and 
squandered my powers prosper and enjoy peace. 
on death and destruction. 


You did say that many of s B 
the nearby planets were i 
enjoying the good fímes Yes, but | thought that was 
since Ashgar's death... because they were free of 
^ : à; his influence. Now we know it's 
x him trying to make up for his 
past deeds. And he's got a 
lot to make up for. 


So let's leave 
him to get on 
with it, shall we? 


The Doctor and Heather go to 
auditions! 


the 
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“Our judges, of course, are the 
King and Queen of Meritoria, 
who will also be hiring the eventual 

winners as their bodyguards.” 


| "But... wait a second, I’m 
| getting some information 
in my earpiece..." 


Could be one to watch, 
this Docfor. As soon as he 
arrived, almost half our 
contestants raced back to 
their spaceships and fled! 


Zed Mantelli here, live 
from Space Station 
Apple Theta... 


... Where they're queuing round 

the block for the Monsfer (dol 

auditions - and the chance to 

be crowned the most terrifying 
life form in the galaxy! 


*... Yes, yes, it appears 
we have a fhírd judge... 
a last-minute addition." 


Sorry I’m late, Your Majesties. 
Can't have a TV talent contest 
with only two judges, now can we? 
l'm the Dooctor, and here are my 
credentials. 


"Doesn't sound like the 
King and Queen | know, 
Heather,’ he says. ‘Ill have 
to get close fo therm, 
find out what's what.’ 


That's the 
Doctor, 
all right! 

= Leaving me 
to poke around 
behind the scenes. 


The contest 
begins... 


er een 


lam Xxharxaxx, 
menace of a thousand * 
worlds! My invincible 
warships are poised to 
strike at your command. 
To the battle! 


ca 


certainly impressed. You 
| have our votes. How about 
N you, Doctor? 


Outside... Well, Zed, of course 


l'm gutted. | gave it 110 per 
cent in there. But I’ve had 
a wonderful day, and it's 
the taking part that counts. 


Meanwhile... 


l'm telling you, 
is all kicking & 
off back there. i». — 


Who put the... er... 
the bandersnatches and 
the hippogriffs in the same 
dressing room? There was 
bound fo be trouble. 


p Oh no, no, no. ‘To the 
battle’? That's a 
| terrible catchphrase. 


| You need something 
more memorable. 


And Xxharxaxx? \ 
No-one will be able © 
to pronounce that. 

| vote no! 


That's the guard out 
of the way for a few 

minutes. Now to take 
a look inside... Oh/ 


You're the 
last people 
| expected to 
find in here! 


° > 
Back at the auditions... ... And my special — \ 
talent is, | can grow any | 
known disease in my | 
pustules, and unleash it | 
upon your enemies! 


But pustules are so last 
! year, aren't they? And 
you've got no nose! People 
will laugh. ‘How does he 
smell?’ they'll say. 


But then... É 


K 


[ As for fhaf one. 
Clearly, that’s just a woman 
| with a jumper pulled 
over her head and a sínk 


monsters in the queue 
for the Post Office. 
Hang on, though... 


E 


| | recognise that b f it's me, Doctor, 
| jumper... and | Heather! This was 
| that hand! the only way | could 


. | get past security to 
E N N warn you... — 
A -F 


i g Surely even you 
J can't object to this 
one, Doctor? 


s) 


But what if it rained? 
I'd go all rusty! And 
those caterpillar tracks. 
Seriously, what's the use 
of a monster that can't 
climb stairs? 


^W —— 


| The King and Queen 
| are ouf cold in their 
dressing room! This 
pair are impostors! 


| knew there was 
something físhy going 
on! And, according to 
fhe sonic screwdriver... 


s a 
... That camera 
is a bomb! iki 
The fake King 
and Queen! They're 
making a run for it! 


fj 


4 — 


Nas 99 


Well fackled, 
Heather! 


... The whole Monster Idol 
contest was a sham! But now, let's 
see if we can grab a few words with 
the heroes of the hour. 


And, soon... 


Doctor, Heather, \ 
what did you make of the 
fake King and Queen's 
performance tonight? 


It’s not fair, we 
were so close! 
That bomb would 
have wiped ouf 
all our rivals in 
one stroke! 


Everyone would 
have been afraid 
of us! They would 
have bowed down 

to us. We could 
have rated worlds! 


Well, Zed, they 
certainly had bags of 
confidence. m not 
sure they chose the 
right evil plan to suit 
their talents, though. 


Y 


| just don't think they have 
what it takes to succeed in 
the monster business. 
In fact, quite frankly, they 
were rubbish! 


And there 
you have it, 
folks... 


Why is this collar 
dangerous? 


Where are we, 
Doctor? When 


THE SLAKKEN CAT 77... 


Where are we? 
Earth. When are 


we? 1969. Why 
LEONE are we? Now, 
T" 
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The TARDIS picked V | Just as | thought 
up a very strange - it's a Slakken 
signal. One that Caf collar 
| doesn't belong here j i 
i at all. Ah ha! 


What's a 
Slakken Cat? 


Sp Perhaps 
One of the most violent B | \ | can help 
predators you could wish to Es : 1 with that? 


meet. They're so dangerous 

that the SlakkenKind make them - 

wear these collars so they can Í So how do we 
monitor and control them. find this cat? 


l am the Hunter. 
My sonic shooter has 
traced the cat's DNA 

and it's located just 
past these trees. 


The cat is 
located within the 
wooden habitat. 


Right, we'd better 
go and have a look. 
And, Mr Hunter, 
please don't wave 
that thing around! 


There's the cat. It 
doesn't look very 


dangerous. Don't be deceived. 
We should 
apprehend it during 
its sleep cycle. 


We were driving down 
the lane and your cat, 
like, totally, ran out in 
front of us. He's been 
sleeping ever since. 


Hmm, | don't normally 
follow mysterious aliens 
with guns, but there’s a 
dangerous caf without 
a control collar out there. 


Hey there, 
friends. How 


can we help you? Do you 


want some 
nettle tea? 


| Actually, we've lost 

. our cat. Ah, fhere 

he is. We're going 

to take him home 
now. Bye! 


Wait, dudes, 
he's waking up! 


Stand back! 
This creature must 
be destroyed. 


Foolish humans! 
The SlakkenKind have 
hunted the collared cats 
for generations. They 
are our sport, our fire, 
our weapons... 


I'd like to share an 
observation. This cat 
doesn't have a collar. 
Nor does this cat seem 
like one the universe's 

greatest hunters. 


We believe 
animals are 
our equals! 


I'm beginning to 
think these cats are 
nothing more than bíg 
soffíes. Well, until you 
collar them of course. 


It makes them 
savage and 
dangerous. 
Much more fun to 
hunt! We teach 
them to fight. 


Wow. That's horrible. 
Definitely the kind 
of thing l'Il soon be 
putting a stop fo. 


Right, we're going to take 
fhis pair back horne. 
Probably best if you don't 
menfíon this to anyone. 


| don't think 
anyone would 
believe us! 


Take care of 
this cutie! 


l'd be interested to 

learn how. | seem 

to be the only one 
with a weapon. 


You forgot that 
you trained him 
to be a weapon! 


Probably not the 
face-licking bit! 
That's just gross. 


So, Heather, 
fancy coming to 
Slakken with me 

to free all the 


collared cats? Now, that's a 


question! | think 

that sounds like 
a purr-fect 
plan, Doctor! 


3 


vex Week 


x» The Doctor and Heather visit a deserted 


space station in 


GODE FREEZE’ PA SEES 


EN panic, if they're all > 
2s 24 Deep Space Research : having anap. de 
5 Station G-DELTA17, £ 
m orbiting Dwarf Star TA 
= designated ‘Darkplace’. 


r * 


^ Stasis booths. They're in 
a state of suspended 

animation. That's 

| strange, this booth hasn't 

even been switched on. 


That's because 
l'm not getting in 
it. What are you 

doing here? 


7 


This is an automated 
4 emergency transmission. 
| Require immediate 
assístance. 


io o Mer x Se Mayday. Repeat: eee / Answering 
P Script CHRISTOPHER COOPERS .. - : 2 i your distress 
NOV A E : red 
[ego ANRADDOck ye = A aren't you? 


No, we sent out a á ; Mir 
: ; \ ByteMites. They get 
quarantine alert, | — à dte n Thie g a 
warning ships fo stay | research station, yes? Find 
away. Unless... The virus | bug knows how to any relics out there? Techno | ( 
has reprogrammed ! programme a garbage, a discarded Only the 
the signal. computer? calculator, an electric remains of a 
a toothbrush even? space freighter. 
| scanned it for 
viruses myself. 
It was clean. 


of virus. Let me 
take a look. 


vm supposed to fix all this, | 
| but I’ve tried everything 


| can think of. 


| 
| 


Your anti-virus wouldn't i SRR ERI 
have picked anything up. Everything shut down b 
| bef. you sratied faving Total code freeze, When Wi 
system malfunctions life support went flakey 
almost immediately. i» E we put the crew into — | 
y stasis. Glomp and | 


| stayed behind. 4 


N 


The ByteMites did you a 
favour, sending out that 
distress signal, “cause 
now you've got the 
Doctor's help. 


CAN YOU HELP US, | 
| DOCTOR? WHAT FRE | 


Less flashy than 
Sontarans versus Rutans, 
but every bit as deadly 
if you get caught in the 
crossfire 


There's something you 
don't know. The engines went 
off line 30 minutes ago. Our 
orbit is already decaying. 
We're being sucked towards 
a dwarf star. 3 


Two types of nano-bots, 

locked in a teeny-tiny, 
microscopic civil war, raging 
across the cosmos, virtually 

b. unnoticed for centuries. 


(‘ve got an. Y 
idea, but I’m 
going to need E 
Glomp’s help. 


ME? HOU 
- crn | HELP? 


pem 


The ByteMites jump 
from operating system to 
operating system. By now 

they'll know this one is 
doomed, and they'll be 
looking for another. 


You're going to flush 
them ouf, using 
Glomp’s computer 
brain as bait? 


(AM MERELY A ROBOT, SIR. 
THE PARAMETERS OF Tiv EMOTIGN- 
CHIP ARE IRRELEVANT, SO LONG 
AS WE SAVE THE CREW, STi. 
ARE YOU SURE THIS 15 GOING TO 
WORK, DOCTOR? 


SOMETHING (5 WRONG, 
THE DATA BANK (SRT 
HOLDO THET, 6RRK, 


GRRRRK. 


oH |. 
Ready? Firewall 


Wis disengaged. They're 
A onthe move. Here 
" fhey come. 


No, of course not! Well, 
yes, but he'll be perfectly 
safe. m connecting this 
data bank between Glomp 
and the computer, like a 
mousetrap. 


In the computer core... 


Glomp, are 
you happy to 
go through 
with this? 


Absolutely. 
Quality New Earth 
manufacturing, this. 


622K, DESTROY 
uu HUMANS, 


PHANK, DESTROY. \ 


Dodgy data 
banks. You 
just can't get 
the parts! 


T The ByteMites 
have infected 
Glomp. 


At least d: 
m Hey. What 
e ship is are you doing? 
safe now. You'll be Killed. 


Which is more 
than can be 
said for us. 


Looks like l 
we'll have to You'll be safe in there. 
resort to plan I'm going to open the 
B. Namely air lock, eject Glomp 
the broom and the ByteMites 
cupboard. into space. 
Me nott 


That's the air - SF DONT PANG, DOCTOR, TARE AGW, A 
lock opened. | 2729) —] 9 mv EMERGENCY BACK-UP PROCESSOR 
er iis onem; Ta 997" REBOOTED, AND AS | UPGRADED TO THE 
He's found me. p g LATEST SOFTWARE LAST WEEK.. 


„HE AANO-BOTS — | With the airlock resealed, 
E enc € is safe to revive the crew. 
th. t VU u Mt ` " " - 


(ITY BOOT DRIVE. nw 
UECIPIS TIR ) ia | SHAME, {LAS 

> ne T TEA | \ | VERY ATTACHED 

Ek I EM | TO THAT BOOT, 


MM—X 


A boot drive in a boot. Your 
designers were a literal bunch, 
weren't they? Bye bye ByteMites. 
The gravity of the dwarf star = A. 
should finish them off. ~ - Don't Worry, 
Im sure we can 
find you a spare 
. somewhere. 


Who's got the sonic screwdriver? 
Find out in Hear No Evil! 


— 


. There's a party in 
full swing at Flat 148, 
EIU ET e Court... 


illu 
Oh, please, 
‘f please. This is 
P the third time this 
z week. | just want to 
, get some sleep! 
Script STEVE LYONS 
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Meanwhile... | know | had it yesterday. 
t | must have dropped it 
one can say | didn't. when | bumped into that 


| fold them what |_| Slitheen on top of the 
would do if they didn't | S London Gherkin! 


turn down that noise. 


| did warn them. No 


| don't believe 
this. You've 

lost the sonic 

screwdriver? 


- Good question, 
x Heather | 
They've only 

themselves E 

fo blame! A 


So, where 
do we start 
looking? 


Heather and the 
Doctor are speakin 
but there’s no sound! 


The sonic must be stuck on 
a cancellation wave 
setting... broadcasting a 
bubble of silence. At least 
now we know where to find it. 


better, | can 
ar myself talking 
again. What was 
that, Doctor? 


“itll be at the centre 
of that bubble!” 


Agnes Hardcastle enjoys the blissful | But then, Agnes never 
silence. She sleeps, at last, gave much thought to what 
thankful for the wonderful new foy ‘silence’ really means. 
that has brought her such peace. 


She has no idea of the 
horrors it can conceal. 


This is mad! | can't 
believe that something as | 
simple as silence has | 

caused all this chaos! 


And now... now, I’ve lost 
sight of the Doctor. 


Oh no, that kid can't 
hear the truck 
coming up behind him! 
Or the people trying 
to warn him! 


E 


I can't... can't aW 


stand the pain 
much longer... Got 
to get a message 
out somehow... 
— 


... But how? 


Is no use shouting, 
no one will hear me. 
Only one thing to do... 


The psychic 
paper! 


Normally, the sounds 
of our world - even the 
slightest breath of 
the wind - would have 
kept the creature at bay, 
in its own dimension. 


Is OK, Heather. l'm 
all right. The creature 
wasn't trying to hurt me, 
it was just trying to 
communicate with me. 


at... that 
horrible thing, 
whatever it is, it’s 
fading away! 


Unfortunately, its method 
of communication is | 
deadly to us, just as ours | 
is deadly to it. : 


Doctor! What 
was that creature? 
What did it do 
to you? 


Until this person invited it 
right in. | think we'd better 
take our property back now, 
don't you? 


we 
l Ed. 


7 u^ - * 
There's trouble in the TARDIS for 
Heafher and fhe Doctor! 


E W^ Cages 


IN 


Ouch. Oh, my head 
aches. What just 
happened? That awful 
noise, and then... 


... and then chicks. 
Why are there 
chicks aboard the 
TARDIS? If this  : 
even fs the TARDIS. 


's goin 
pid co The TARDIS has got 
The TARDIS, | time sickness. And it's 
it’s completely 2 made the inside change! 
different. It’s gone f anomaly Pom a 
; E i ortex. 
e aid "I tried to dodge round 
it, but... ARGHH! 


Oh my gosh, 
Doctor, are 


Yes, | think so. Ooh. | 
Actually. Maybe a 
bit strange. 


This is serious. That's the Cloister 
Bell. It only chimes when the 
TARDIS is in mortal danger. But 
that’s not how it usually sounds. — 


Well it sounds just 
like Big Ben. Pretty 
effective alarm bell, 
l'd say. Come on, we 

need to get you to the 
medical bay. 


Suddenly, the chicks 
transform... 


Physical 
manifestations of 
the infection, conjured 
. x Ie up by the TARDIS, 
Chicks grow up so \ d A | reckon. Or me. 
fast these days. | ; Difficult to be sure. 
They don't age well, € 3 K aN 
though, do they? duis 
Poor little chickies. 


What are those 
creatures, anyway? 
And how did they 
get on board? 


By you? 
How does 
fhat work? 


Eek! Stop h E 
babbling kd d The TARDIS and | have 
and run for it. ——— A this telepathic link. 


4 This way. 3 SE That's why l've got the 
= | EE same symptoms. 
Quick, in here! 


j Never used to have 
pos n nan one. Weird. Still, that 
: shop mobility scooter 
TARDIS. Of all the Wal comes In handy 


| mad things, that has ick, get on board. 
| to be the maddest. poe A 


If | didn’t know they 
were just symptoms, 
l'd swear those chicken 
monsters are herding 
us. But where to? 


Hold onto your 
hats. Scream if you 
want to go faster. 

Oops, more of them, 
straight ahead. 


GOALIE 


What's happened 
to the console 
room? It looks 

completely 
different. 


Woah. A Jacuzzi in the. | 


+ TARDIS. Why didn't | ever 
i think of that? And a 
42-mefre plasma screen. 
Brilliant. Wonder if it's 
3D-ready? Maybe there's 
some Hoopball on! 


He’s getting worse. 
You know, the more | 
think about it, the more 
it makes sense. Those 
chicks wanted us to 


Ooh, cheep | 
| cheep, the chicky | | 
| chooks are back. | 
Tee hee. ; \ find our way here. 


: aA quom 


And if the TARDIS 
created them, then 
it was the TARDIS 
that was guiding us. 

2 


The sonic screwdriver. 
You told me once that the 
sonic was part of the TARDIS. 
And it’s just the same as it 
| always was. It hasn't changed. 


| What is it you 
| want? Tell me. 

V At least give me 
1 a sign. 


- Oi! Gerroff. 

This is pretty. What Fs : That's my 

does fhís do? Ooh, : whistley blue 

it’s all whistley and E torchy thing. 
blue. Wheeeee! 


ÁO 


If the sonic is OK, then — | | Aarghhhhh! | 
maybe it’s got enough of the | = : 
real TARDIS in it to fight the ^ , 
infection. Here goes nothing. » 


Suddenly... Everything is 
back to normal. 

How do you feel, — ; A bit shaky, but I'll be 
Doctor? | = » OK. And the TARDIS is 
- fine, too. All fraces of 
the infection have gone. 
Good thinking, Heather. 

Thank you. 


Later, with the Doctor 
and the TARDIS fully 
recovered... 4 à : z It was wild. | won't 
———— miss the chicks, but 
iss 2 iV | wish we could have 
fantastic 3 
design, though, 
don't you think? 


— 


There's trouble for the Doctor and 
Heather at her university ball! 


gamer a M rE T —————_ ll" |) ü/Á— 


| | dont know, 
Heather. Bad 
things happen 

when | wear 


Honestly! 
Professor 
Lazarus, the 
Cybermen... | even 
had this on that 
time | was on the 
Titanic. 


Well, the last time 


| wore a dress 
was at my cousin's 
wedding. | slipped 
over and landed in 
the cake! 


this tux. 


That noise 
is the 
entertainment! 


Come on, Doctor. 
You promised 
you'd escort me to 
my university ball. 


She sounds like 
a Quintillian hog 
polisher - on 
polishing day! 


What's 
going on? 


LOU _ AttJOHN ROSS 
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What is that 


awful noise? 


A gang of Kulgaris. 
Nasty, violent, 
mindless things. It’s 
safe to say | don’t 
like them. 


They don't 
have eyes! 


: | don't know. They 
E , WE were on a prison 
They don't =~ // ship, but that crashed. 
need them. EOM They got lost in space 
2 They operate and now, well, now 
| on sound and something’s drawn 


À vibration. v ES them here. 


l Those prison 
chains will slow 
That's the them down, right? 
who, what J af 
about the 


Woah! 
Excuse me! 


Suddenly, the singer 
changes... 

Hang on a minute! If y 
those things operate by 
noise, | wonder what they 
made of your dreadful It was my beautiful 
singing? singing that drew them 

here. | gave them a 

vocal positioning 

guide. They're here 

at my command! 


You're a Gumpii! Too 
lazy to conquer a planet 
on your own - buf 
happy enough to control 
any míndless specíes 
that falls from space. 


Heather, keep 
them busy. lve 
got a plan! 


Kulgaris! 
Eat all of the 
witnesses! 


You can't stop 
me, human, or my 
beautiful voice! 


Oh, I’m not 
a human... 


l'm busy 
trying not to 
get eaten! 


— | have a 
beautiful sonic 
t screwdriver. Heather, 
it’s gonna get noisy, 
so fake cover. 


A 


.. Explode! 


Doctor, they t 
look like they're 


going to... 


You're using —: 
the Kulgaris' Quiet, you! 


| chains on me? We didn't 


ask for an 


| think you're right, 
Doctor. Formal wear 
does seem to attract 
disaster! This is 
even worse than my 
cousin’s wedding. 


Its not all that 
bad, Heather. We 
caught a Gumpii 
and purple really 
does suit you! In 
fact, | had a ball! 


The Doctor and Heather travel 


back in time 


fo the planet Uriel. 


THE MEMORY NN 
_ COLLECTIVE se E 


Where are we? 


^ p Cos RC This place was beautiful, 
E: E Heather. Emphasis on the 
if : 1 WAS! it was destroyed 


last year! 
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, SB 0 We were dragged 
So, we've travelled E. 3 E here, Heather. The 
back in time? We E. : 
fend to do that! Oo — ——3 planar érnadded us 
EU NS across space. 


It happened to me too! 
My family and |, and 
loads of ofhers that 
have been to Uriel before 
have been pulled here. 


No! It’s here again - 

a brand-new Uriel! 
Blown up by a vicious race 
called the Supress. And 
here it is again! 


Right, so Uriel reappears and \ | " e 
starts pulling back old visitors. " : du eae 
Mexellian micro-magnets? ; : glowing! 

No. Buck hooks? Nah... i 


So, has anyone 
managed to 


And has anyone 
worked out why 
we're here? 


Whats £ 
happening, | 
Doctor? 
What 
is it? 


Calm down. It’s just 
harmless catalytic- i 
atomic residue. Nothing | — 
|. to worry about, | think... Q: D 


A E Oh. That's 
" Not yet. Before you ; really not 
4 got here, | was the last good! That's 
person to arrive here. a bit rubbish, 
N And the last person to actually. 
: visit the planet. 


So, you’re saying the 

ies cis p ^ Sur Supress are being 

Uriel is bringing back à sucked back to the 

visitors in the order they | 5 planet they once blew up? Æ 

visited. / was the last + ; m £ 
person to visit - just before 
j the Supress blew up 
the planet! 


Yes. That’s exactly 
what I’m saying. | 
would say ‘run’! But 
there’s no point. 


Doctor, look! If | move E JT Excellent, you're 
this way | start to EP iud ina a uus sparkling 
low even more! " RAN eathery compass. 
gow = safe Follow that glow! 


A galactic force 
sub-atomic standard 
ferraforming computer that [We 
rebuilds destroyed planets. 


I'm nnd like 
mad. It must be 
this big metal box. 


It pulls the planet 
together afom by 
atom, and this one 

is on overdrive, 

pulling back all of the 
planet's visitors or 
anything that’s even 
touched Uriel... 
That metal box 
explains everything! 
Is a memory 


... Including the Supress! 
We'd better turn this thing 
off before they decide to 
blow the planet up. Again! 


How can we get through 
those shields, though? 
We've all been here before 
and it won't let us pass! 


lve never been here 
before. And if we can get 
away, | don't think | want 
fo come again! 


Eek! It’s ' 
working... | think! ^4 


Yes it is. That’s 
brilliant, Heather! 


Wow! That's 
blasted the 


from the 
planet! 


Yup! Heather put the memory 
collective in reverse - which 
would have shot them back 
. fo wherever they came from! 


That's it! Heather, 
you're the only 
fhíng on this planet 
that’s never been 
here before - that's 
why you’re all glowy. 
| bet you can get 
through the shield. 


Shall | just turn 
it off, Doctor? 
ray 


No! Not just yet. | want 
you to twist the dial to 
the left... NOW! 


Look, all those 
ships are flying 
back home or off 
to explore the 
universe. You haven't 
really been put off 
visiting new places 
have you, Heather? 


7 Of course not! I 
= can't wait to see the 
3 whole universe with 
T you, Doctor! 


The Docfor and Heafher 
Tene | return to Earth, where 
| danger awaits! 


sparky young compan 
appears in the D 


© was created by a 
special competition we held last year 


to find a new friend for the Doctor. 


pis 


He ey meet? 
Heather crossed paths with the i Ls " | 1 


dying History at 
. She was 
tacombs Wit 


- d 

Why she's brilliant? i 
She clever, she's brave, she loves LN 

exploring and she's got the Doctor i tay 


MES out of all sorts of tight corners!) 
7 r, . — $ | 
She's a great companion: 7 j 


d 


The moment 
Heather 
almost got 
eaten by 


a monster! N. f y ] 
D / 
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THE BLUE STAR BOMB 


It’s 1938 and | ain't in 
the mood for wind-ups, 
sweetheart. Now if you don't 
need a private detective, 
| suggest you take a hike. 


But | haven't 
Told you about 
the Doctor yet, 

Mr Krumb. 


Script TREVOR BAXENDALE 
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Sorry, | got held 
up on the way... 


Nah, by a pair of traffic 
cops. They weren't happy 
with me leaving the TARDIS 
on Sunset Boulevard. 


Now | know what you're 
thinking: how can | help 
the Doctor and his lovely 
companion? Well, take a look 
at this piece of paper. 


Ill call 
a cab. 


Hi there! I’m the 
Doctor, and | see 
you've already met 
my friend, Heather. 


Held up? 
At gunpoint? 


We need to find this person 
in a hurry, Mr Krumb, 
and we think you're just 
the man for the job. 


But that's 
my mother! 


There's really 
no time to lose, 
Mr Krumb. Can 
| wear your hat? 


| guess so. 
What's the 
big hurry? 


Blue Star. Incredibly 
dangerous. Ridiculously 
dangerous. Super-condensed 
star matter held at a critical 
mass. And it’s intelligent. 


Intelligent? 


Such as my 
mother? 


There's a Blue Star bomb 
hidden in Los Angeles. If 
we don't find it in time; the 
explosion could wipe out the 
whole of the West Coast! 


But if is very cunning, 
Well, when | say intelligent, Mr Krumb. It has a computer 
| really mean clever. And for a brain and it can conceal 
when | say clever, | really itself in any living thing. 
mean cunning. | mean, how 
intelligent or clever can a 
bomb be? Answer: not very. 


Mrs Esmeralda Krumb, 
2144 Huntdown Avenue, 
LA. I'm afraid so. 


0H 


It won't be easy seeing 
my mother. We had a big 
falling out when ! decided to 
become a private detective. | 


Why do the lifts 
never work in 
these places? 


Someone's in 
trouble already. 
Come on! 


| bet | could 
fix them if we 
had time! 


Keep back, all of you. 
This laser pistol is 
fully charged and (‘Il 
use it if | have to... 


Hey! Leave 
my mum 
alone, ugly! 


| Jake? Is 
that you? 


l'm here to recover the Blue Star 
bomb. If | don't get it back then my 
paymasters will transmit a sub-ether 
You don't need to use it. beam directly into my head and 


In fact, l'd advise you not to 3 scramble my brains. 
- there's a Blue Star bomb ET 
hidden in that human. 


So don't try to 
stop me... huh? 


Which is 
exactly what 
l'm here for. 


Good work, Heather. Now 
| can extract the bomb 
and decommission it. 


Here's your bomb - defused 
and deactivated. Take it back 
and tell your paymasters it’s 
useless. If they ever lose one on 
Earth again, they'll have me to 
answer to. Got it? 


| am most 
grateful! 


ril take care of 
| that, thanks! 


Y 


l've seen 
everythin 
now, Doc! 


a dangerous bomb hidden 
in LA, defused it, saved 
the life of the outer-space 
guy, and reunited me 
with my mother - all 
in one afternoon. 


Í Looks like an 
' angel flying 
away, son. 


It sure does. 
Thank you, 
Doctor! 


; t 

eone new is abou 
pues the Doctor a 2 
Heather in the à 


C This week's 


There's a new 
hoy in the 
TARDIS! 


Heather and the 
| Doctor have had 


LX. some amazing 
1. adventures 

E. gether à Ps They are about to be 
t is iy beu 
| 1m d cd ifi me to announce 

S abu Second winner of 

? TARRA Our comic companion 

SSA competition... 


Congratulations to 12-year-old 
hamish u who came up with the 
Doctor's new travelling 

^ companion Wolfgang Ryter. 
Wolfie i is a bright 16-year-old 
Z2 exchange student from 
C Alistria who writes a blog on 
1 UFO sightings. His life is 
about to take a dramatic turn... 


WORDS BY ANNIE GIBSON-OOD 


Read on for, 
his first comic 


siri a adventure’ 
vl 


After checking in, 
Wolfgang finds an 
internet café... 


See GH OF HES —— 
ini T ERMIN/ 


' This way, Heather: 
The Bassophone 
has picked up a 

sub-woofer warble! 


Thanks for 
everything. You've 
| been brilliant. Like 
a second family. 


` 


1245 
Y 


: < 3 | OLFGANG: E 
It's been a pleasure Š s | ( aM NORD ar Vaz 
having you stay with us, 4 | grs, s; WERNEER 
|| Wolfgang. If all the kids | peal o PUTS Hore EI 
| from your school are as | egil / — RM = 
"diat anether exchange eet ei aay de 
faden anima Y my blog before they call 
= y : my flight. Not that there's 
going to be much alien 
. activity at the airport! 


AQ 


Oops. Sorry! Giurgeax? That doesn't 
Can't stop. E sound much like a holiday 

= destination to me. | wonder 

í where they're off to in such |. 
a hurry? Don't suppose 

. they'll mind if | follow... 


E CHRISTOPHER COOPER 
a JOHN ROSS - 


; 


| 
| Colours ALAN CRADDOCK 


NC 


No worries. My 
fault. Shouldn't 
have left it there. 


Quick, Heather! If it is | 
a Giurgeax, then we | 
don't have much time. £ 


7 Gate 13. Figures! Do | 
you think the Giurgeax 
knows we're onto it? 


— Their eyes see in a completely 
different spectrum to ours, 

and they can hear a pin drop 
on cotton wool in a vacuum. 


Is tricky to creep up on one! 


Econom Class ; 
isn't joe: it Maybe we should 


f | were an alien invader, 
| wouldn't settle for 
anything less. 


If | were an alien 
invader, ld want to fly 
the plane! Let's check 


ut the cockpit. 
S 2 P! Right, | should probably 


mention l've never 
actually seen a Giurgeax 
in the flesh before, so 
don't be surprised if let 
out a bit of a squeak. 


Well, if it makes you squeak, 
(‘ll be screaming. Go ahead 
and open the door. 


| can't believe this is happening. 
A real life alien conspiracy and I’m 
in right the middle of it. My blog fans 
will think I've gone nuts! 


This flight is about 
to depart. Time to 
fasten your seat belts. 


Well, that’s... something new! | hope 
you've got a parachute, Giurgeax. 
The passengers aren't that 
impressed with the in-flight meal. 


OK, now I'll 
squeak... 


Don't be 
ridiculous. The 
passengers are 
the in-flight meal. 


Ouch! 
Get off! 


But the door slams 
in Wolfgang's face... 


Oh no! That creature 
has got them trapped. 
There’s got to be 


something | can do : 
to help, but what? Be careful out there. This 


isn't just any old plane. 
It’s an alien life-form 
disguised as a plane, and 
you're in its stomach! 


Hey, you. Big 
monster thing. 
Let them go: 


| am so glad 
| didn't book with 
this airline. 


What? Who 
are you? 


Let's think about this. I’m 
inside a living creature. | 
must have learnt something 
in biology class that 
| could use right now. 
Think, Wolfgang. Think! 


l've got it! If you 
starve a brain of 
oxygen, it will become 
unconscious. All 
| have to do is find 
the equivalent source 
of energy for 
the alien brain. 


If this is the stomach, 
then the alien must be using 
the passengers as food. 
It’s sucking energy directly 
from these people! 

Not any more, it's not! 


Whatever that 
í (4 boy has done, 
"E ; y ` it seems to be 


PEE working! ii 
NOOOOO! 


Too well. Brace 
yourself, Heather. This 
could get messy! 


AIR MINGUS 


| AIR Meu — * 
FueHT- HE 12008 í 
[time - noa o | 


Jo _ -SALZBURG 


Brilliant, thanks. And W Aw, rats. (ve missed my flight. 
you were brilliant, too. How am | going to get back 
Well done! As for the home to Salzburg now? 
Giurgeax, he won't 
— be causing any 
Are you two OK? more trouble! 
What happened? It - 
started expanding 
and then it just 
disappeared! 


Erm. Well, | 
suppose one quick 


' Doctor, couldn't we give him flight wouldn't hurt. 
a lift? After all, he did just But just one, mind. 
save us from ending up as V 
lunch for a shape-shifting 

alien space slug! 


Wow! You know you said 
just one flight? D'you think 
we could maybe make a bit 1 
of a detour on the way...? =E T 


a "TIS 


A gape cam à ' Are we going to see 


a collapsing supernova | § 
in a reflective- 


STARSTRUCKS j Spee 


No. But very good, Wolfie. 
Actually we're here to see | 
him - Stario Glowvit! 
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Well, this is 
E | Wolfgang's first trip, 
so | thought we'd 
start with something 
small - like, the 
biggest star in the 
universe! 


What's going 
on, Doctor? 


So, when you say 
the biggest sfar, you 
actually mean the 
biggest celebrity? 


Aliens have 
celebrities? | can't 
wait to write my pa — 
xf blog. ON 
ae Yup! Stario Glowvit is in 
Moon Road, a soap that’s 
been broadcast further than 
any other show throughout 
the four galaxies. 
NY 


And he won the Evitro 
Oscar and two Pehbaeg 
awards for his acting 
talent. | came all the way 
from the Alpha-Cass-Cee 
just to see him! 


He’s here! 
Get out of 
the way! 


Is Stario really 
all that... 
l've come 
from Earth. 


ZEE 
got 


= 


q 


nee 4 


This is 

unbelievable! 
I'm going to get : 
him to sign this! 


Doctor, | think 
that crazy fan is 
controlling Stario. 
Í He's got some kind 
of device in his 
hand. 


DO YOU WANT MY 
AUTOGRAPH? HAVE YOU 
READ MY BOOK-K-K-K! 


kA "m 7y 


Aaargh! 


What are you 
doing to Stario? 
Did that thing turn 
him into a robot? 


So, what happened 
fo the real Stario? 


He’s a robot! 
Stario is a robot! 


Be gone, child! 

This is a very 

different kind 
of device. 


| think it’s about 
time we spoke to 
Stario’s agent. , 


Me? What do | 
know? | just take 
10 per cent! 


| think you 
might be able to 
explain what's 
happening. 
After all, you 
are wearing Oh alri ht, | 
a remofe-cuff? MI admit it. This is a 
Stario robot and 
l'm controlling it. 
Well, | was until | 
spilt my grankle 
juice on the cuff! 


The real Stario went 
missing 20 years ago, on 
a tour of Alpha-Cass-Cee. 
His travel pod crashed into 
the Cheddar Jungle and 
no-one’s seen him since. 


Hmm. | think |. E 
know where he is! , 


Stario, baby, | had to keep 
earning. But now we should 
talk about your comeback! 


Don't worry, Wolfie. 
Next time, we'll stick 
to seeing real stars. 


_Stario, 
it’s you! 


Stario’s agent isn't 
the only one using a 
bit of fechnology. 
This is a Banjoor 
disguise belt. May | 


s me! You 
pushed me too hard, 
so | decided to hide | 
for a while. Then ! was 
replaced by this... 
monstrosity! y 


Really? Do you think | 
could still be a star? 


When it comes to 
adventure, there's 
always a next time! 


| can't wait to see my 
old friends again. 


temere reae 


Doctor, have 


iia , = a you noticed 
Edinburgh È | Not quite, Heather. something? 


University. || _Thanks to the 
| havent been | TARDIS, it’s only 


back here i |. beena few days Rupe 
uolet 4 since you left. T dd qud 
E — O = — udi 
om E S UE Everyone seems to 
S. ! 
Script STEVE LYONS Art JOHN ROSS o m 
Colours ALAN CRADDOCK 


The game is almosf 
| impossible to solve. The 
| first three dimensions are 
It looks like E | quite simple, of course, 


The Tesseract but the fourth... 


is the latest brain-training fun. Can / try, 
craze. The aim is to build a Doctor? 
virtual, four-dimensional 
cube through a series 
of puzzles. 


Oh, that’s brilliant, 
that is. Look, Wolfgang! 
Is a spinny, holography, 

hyper-cubey type thingy. 


We're getting 
a signal, master. 
Someone else 
has solved the KY | 
Tesseract. : ; ; Excellent! Bring 
——À s them to me. 


Suze. I’ve been 
looking for you 
everywhere. 


Just like everyone 
else I’ve met today... 
So busy with those 
brain-training 
things, they're 
ignoring me! 


And these 
posters. I’ve 
been seeing 
them all over 

the campus - 
missing students. 
What's going 
on around 
here? 


Here, Wolfie, is that a 
space hopper | can see 
in that window? I’ve always 

\ wanted a space hopper! 


At last, | get 
fo have a go 
on this thing! 


You know, 
this Tesseract 
| is an ingenious 
little gadget. 
Almost foo | 
clever by | 
half, in fact. / 


do you think 
you're...? 
Doctor! 


You're coming to 
our van with us. 
We know someone 
who's just dying 
fo meet you! 


27 


Soon, in a darkened warehouse... 


You fools. This is 
the wrong human! 
| can read his brain 
patterns - and he isn't 
smart enough to have 
solved my puzzle! 


You're an 
alien. A 
monster. Right 
here in the 
city. That's 
so cool! 


If lm right, Heather, 
the Tesseract started 
broadcasting a signal 
when | solved it, leading p 
Wolfgang's Kídnappers 
right to him! ! 


l... | swear, 
master, this was 
the one. He's 
still holding the 
Tesseract, see? 


. Bacothormeon 
| get it. You wants your brain, 


designed the Wolf. / 
Tesseract to find ngang Byer: 


the smartest 
people around, 
so that you could 
kidnap them! 


lam the 
Bacothormeon 
- and | evolve by 
stealing the brains 
of geniuses to add 
their intellects to 
my own. 


are cleverer than 
you appear - 
and your mind is 
unusually open for 
a human. You may 
have something 
| can use, 
after all. 


We can follow 
that signal in the 
TARDIS. I just 
hope we're not 
foo late! 


And so, just moments later... 


Get away 
from him, 
you brute! 


What is this 

treat | can sense? 

A unique brain - 

an alien brain 

- filled with so 

much wonderful 
knowledge. / must b 

have it! 4 


Unnnhhh! 
| can feel the 
Bacothormeon's 
brain power 
overwhelming me.. 
But I mee 
give in.. 


| overloaded the 
Bacothormeon's brain. It’s lost 
all its stolen intelligence now, 
and is back to its normal self - 
dumb and peaceful. 


A Bacothormeon! 
Don't tell me someone's 
been experimenting 
on a Bacothormeon! 
Everyone Knows that's 
a rotten idea! 


You want my 
knowledge? Here, 
take it! Ten lifetimes’ 
worth of accumulated 
memories... (n one 
big burst! 


You're doing it, 
Doctor. You're 
beating it... 


UNIT can deal with 
the Bacothormeon's 
henchmen. We'll take him 
back home. How about it, 


Wolfgang? Another trip 


into space? 


l'm - dad you 
and Heather found 
me in time, Doctor. | 
like my brain where 
it is - in my head! 


au o p dati 


| wonder where — | Don't know! It’s quite nice \ 
| Heather's got to with | | to spend an afternoon | 
our ice creams? | at the beach, Doctor, but 
: couldn't we have gone to 
an alien beach? 


b Y 


oe bem Sinis 
What's 
going on 
over fhere? 


f am Ocfron. | have 
come to your planet 


to take control of 
your oceans... 


meer tem 


—X 


==” The oceans must be \ 
iis e kept pure! You pollute | 
them with your foxic | 
waste and your vile 
bodies. Anyone who 
dares enter my 
oceans will pay! 


, ^ 
! Everyone, off the 7 
beach! NOW! 


ne 


aq VI find 
A Heather! | 


Release the 
storm. Trap 
, the humans! 


: The octopoid creatures rotate 


their arms like helicopter 
blades, faster and faster, raising 
clouds of loose sand... 


In seconds, 
they whip up 
a mighty 
sandstorm! 


< L LAT 


; Meanwhile, Heather is f 
near an ice cream van... 


T Come on - you can 
© shelter in here! I'll see if 
A | can drive us to safety. 


a 
LZ Faster! 


n SUFFOCATE! 


Stop running! Get 
down on the ground and | 
cover your faces! 


g B 


4-4 Idontthik \ 
—— anyone can hear | 
me... Heather? 
Wolfgang? 
Where are you? 


The sandstorm seems to be | 
etting thicker. We should | 


|. find my friend the Doctor - | 


he'll know what to do. 


The humans are falling unconscious. 
Fetch as many as you can! We need 
hostages to make sure mankind 
leaves the oceans pure. 


Cover their noses and mouths, 
and feed them oxygen - we 
need them alive! 


There he is - stop the van. | 
Doctor! Are you all right? . 


; ; ! Get in, your choice of transport D 
A little bit sanded has just given me a great idea. 
down, but otherwise ka Driver - head for the sea! 
fine. What are those : — 
creatures doing? 


got Wolfgang! 


These machines pump air into ice-cream 
mix and quick-freeze it, which makes it light 


We can shoot a blast of 
quick-frozen air at the sea. 


MT 


So if we remove the ice-cream mix... Boost the 
freezer compartment with the sonic... And bend 
the nozzle a bit - sorry about that, madam... 


d s 


| Wow! DIY 


| Gah! One of you, 
, use a free fentacle 
to break the ice! 


V | tell you what - if 
you let your hostages | 
go free, I'll turn the 
machine off and 
take you to a lovely 
little uninhabited 


Brrr! | accept. Now, 
let us out before we 
freeze to death! 


| can’t. The ice T ERN UE ll 


is foo thick! 


Everythíng's 
strange when you're 
involved, Doctor. 

l heard the English 
summers weren't all 
that hot, but | never 


4 expected to see ice 
‘Se the seaside! 


7 You all right, 
Wolfgang? Hope 
you weren't too 

bored with 
our boríng old 
afternoon at the 
boríng non-alien 

beach. 


The Doctor and his friends 
face a Dream Sucker! 


So, this planet 
hasn't been 
explored? 


Welcome to Lurbos 3. 
One third of it is covered 
in tropical rainforests 
í and... Well, that’s all that’s | 
€ known about it really! — 4 
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Well, it has been 
explored, but all of 
the explorers have 
vanished! So we're 

sort of exploring 

for explorers! 


, Doctor! Look 
, over here! 


They all look like 
they're sleeping! 
Are they OK? 


They're fine, Heather. 
Well, fine in a being 
bitten and put into a 
forced sleep sort of 
way. This looks like 
the work of a... 


Sleeeeeeeeeeeep! 


Doctor! That thing 
bit Heather. Look 
at her hand. What's j : Just how a Dream 
happening? E d ( AL, Sucker works, Wolfie! 
a ee It sends its victims to 
sleep and then feeds 
She's \ off their dreams. 
asleep! She's ey 4 
dreaming! 


How? That's a Oh, come on. You're with me - 
impossible! nothing is impossible! Anyway, 
i ; it’s merely a case of sourcing 

the brain’s dormant waves and 

turning them into a viral protein. 


So what are we } 
going to do? | 


This isn't a great time 
for forty winks, Doctor! 


. 4l | 1 


4 m going to 3 Okay, so I'll just have thirty- 

sleep on it! nine. | just need to get a little 
^— nip so | can have a nap! 
You watch over Heather! 


The Doctor finds the Dream Sucker... 


Hey, you! 
It's past my 
bedtime! 


i F \/ Á \/ 4 : Yup. Just what | 


m ae wanted... A little 
Sleeeeeeeeeeeep! »——— 3 bite before bed... 


Owwww! Brillia 
but owww! 


ja 


lve seen more than Y 
anyone in existence | 
- so feast upon my £ 

dreams. Taste my 
darkest memories! 


Is working. She's 
giving back everyone's 
dreams! Wahoo! 


Yawn! What 
happened? 
My dreams are more than 
anyone can handle, Heather - 
even me. That's why | rarely 
sleep. The Dream Sucker 
learnt that the hard way. 


Doctor! She's 
devouríng all 
B your dreams and 
she's growing - 


SP 


Looks like that lot are awake then! | ^id hat e She's going to need 
Let^s go somewhere for breakfast. "Dra à a few months’ kip, 
There a little café just outside the in T but she'll be fine! She 
Pacia Complex that does waffles uckert really couldn't handle my 
bigger than your face! power nap, could she! 


FOUC TELA ORA 
FREE (d 
Fon ear oF : 


d 
PUBLIC 


The Doctor and his friends 
are exploring the Great 
Forests of the planet Yellan... 


Easy to get 
lost here... All 

these trees 
look the same. 


What? This 
isn't the 
TARDIS! 


Hang on, 
there’s 
another... 


Ah. This È 
might take f 
a while. / 
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Where have Heather and 
Wolfgang got to? They're 
supposed to meet me at 
the TARDIS. | expected 
them to be back by now. 


| Doctor! | went 
back to the 
3 TARDIS, but - 


| know, there 
are copíes of it 
everywhere. But 
how? And where's 
Heather? 


bis & 
Come on, Wolfgang, 
grab that tentacle. 
We've got to get to 
the bottom of this! 


It seems like we're 
getting to the bottom 


of it pretty fast! mum © 


bonm “Wr č te: 


"T, 
nm ADE 
ur Ww 


T Blimey! So Y 
fhat's where 
they've been 
coming from. 


Nov, fhere's fo) 
something 
different! 


One of my shoes 
fell off! It’s eating 
my shoe! 


Doctor, it’s 
Heather! 


T ^ 3 M —MA C 
My shoe... Three 
of them! What can 


VES ER 
h 
| do with three PN x E 


left shoes? 


r! 
a What are 


Its not her - it’s a copy. 
The TAROIS inferior was 
too complex for it to copy 

- and so, it seems, is the 

human brain. 


; Wish me 
l luck, Wolfie, 


Heather! 
You're all 
right! 


The creature doesn't eat things, it 
keeps them inside itself and copies 
them. It planted that forest up there 

by copying trees. It’s a gardener! 


| got grabbed by a dirty great 
tentacle, then | got eaten! The 
Doctor found me and we swam 
through its belly to the TARDIS. 


Don't know what it"ll 
use all those hollow 
TARDISes for. Potting 
sheds maybe? 


Let's go before 
| it starts using us 
| to make garden 


i3 SHADOW-OF 
THEIVAIDID ME 


Because you don't 
get to buy an 
original miniskirt 
in the 21st century. 
How do | look? 


| said ‘How do | 

look?’ You're not 
even looking, 
are you? Boys! 


happened to 
the sun? It’s 
gone grey. 


| generally 
don't fan, 
but this is 
rídiculous. 
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Right now, London 
is officially the §& 
hippest place in the So why have we | 
spent most of our | 
time hanging around | 
these shops? 


v 


Not just the sun. ! 
Everything. As if all 
the colours of the 
rainbow have been 

drained away. But 

why, and how? 


My friend Eric always 
said the old days were 
in black and white. | told 
him that was just on TV, 
but maybe he was right. 


We need to get 
back to the TARDIS 
immediately and find 

. out what's going on. 


m 


| What's the point? 
| There's nothing we 
can do about it. | Typical. | buy the 
ili: | ont best outfit in the 
/ universe and the 
: universe goes and | 
spoils it all. 


€—— 


... That haz 

isn't just wiping 

J| out colour - it's 

making everyone 
miserable! 


3 


a " | 
—_ This Y 


UN isn't like you 
| two. Where's 
your fightin 
spirit gone? 
Unless... 


Í Come on, let's get you Y 
both inside the TARDIS. 
You'll soon perk up. 


' Rubbish 
blue box. 


Do we have to? 
Is all the way KX 
over there. 


Safe inside the 
TARDIS, the friends 
quickly recover. 


| The haze is wrapped around the \_ - 
upper atmosphere like a shroud, ™  . «m 
and a ship is in orbit up there at g 
exacfly the same altitude. 


. Sorry, Doctor. 
It was like a wave | didn’t mean to 


of unhappiness say the TARDIS 
crashed over me. BEL LLL was rubbish. 


Whatever that haze 
is, it’s cancelling out 
whole wavelengths 
of the vísible lighf 
spectrum, and that 
isn't natural. Ah! 


So someone has 
deliberately made 
everyone on Earth 
miserable. Why would 
anyone do that? 


Doesn't exactly have a 
party afmosphere, 
does it? 


Is a bit drab for an 
invading spaceship. 
Everything is so grey. 
Even the lights. How 
can light be grey? 
| think | was 
having more fun 
at the shops. 


INTRUDER 
NOTIFICATION. 
UNPROCESSED 

ALIENS ON BOARD. 
DETAIN THEM. 


Í Let's go and 
| find out. 


e m 


7 Vaipid Committee, 
we have located 


the unprocessed 
intruders! 


In different shades of 
brown, presumably 


£——— Looks like 
we've been 


rumbled. 


You will be taken 
before the Vaipid 
Committee for 


wearing carpef 
slippers? 


so they can tell each 
other apart. Hello, 


processíng. Follow. 
lads. Or, er, ladies. 


Human male, 
how have you 
escaped the effect 
of The Cloud? 


Me? I'm an eternal 
optimist. Nothing gets me 
down, always happy. But you... 
(‘ve never met such a glum 
looking bunch. Why is that? 


We must dissect 
him to discover why 
he is immune to The 

Cloud. He may be 

the Solution. 


The Cloud recreates the À 
atmospheric conditions 


on our world, which have 
robbed us of the warmer 


emotions for a thousand 


generations. 


| agree. Let 

us place the 
motion before 
the Committee. 


Hang on, hang on. No 


dissections here, thank you very * 


much. Far too messy. Just tell 
me, what is it you're up to? 


It is our 


We seek to study 
last hope. 


the human reaction 
to the Cloud, in 
order to rediscover f 
the secret of 
happiness. 


By making 
everyone 

on Earth 
miserable? 


There’s no great 
secret to happiness. 
As the Beatles said, 


‘All you need is love’. 


You've just forgotten. 


Chin up, there's always 
hope! Not that you've got 
chins, but you get the 
idea. Oh, and you won't be 
needing your Cloud again. 


Come on. 
3 ril show you. 


Who'd have 
thought you could 
be such a soppy 

old thing. 


Oi, cheeky! 
Come on, you 
lot. Let’s get 
back to the 
TARDIS. 


w qe 
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The Doctor and his friends 
uncover an alien gangster plot! 


